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Fnter Ferdinand King ofNauarre , Berowne, LongauiU, 
and Dumane. 

Ferdinand- 

JEt Fame } thn all hunt after in their Hues j 
\ Liuc regiftred vpon our brazen T ombes, 

| And then grace vs in the difgrace of death : 
j When fpignc of cormorant deuouringTime, 
u-T-arrTj ?- - 1 Th’endeuour of thisprefent breath may buy? 
That honour which (hall batehis fy thes keene edge. 

And make vs heyres of all cternitie. 

Therefore braue conquerors, for fo you are. 

That warre again!! your ownc affcftions. 

And the huge Armie of the worlds defires. 

Our late edia (hall ftrongly Hand in force , 

JV^w^fliallbethe wonder of the world. 

Our Court ftiallbe alittle Academe , 

Still and contetnplatiuein liuing Art, 

You three, Beron’ne, < Dumaine ) iad Longauill ^ 

Haue fworne for three yecres terme, to liue with roe? 

My fellow fcbollers, and to kcepe thofe ftacutes 
That arc recorded in this fcedule he ere. 

Your oathes are part, and now fubferibe your names 
That his owne hand may ftrike his honour downe. 

That violates the final left branch herein : 

If you are arm’d to doe, as fworne to doe, 

Subfcribc to your deepe oathes, and kcepe it to. 



A a 



Lono-auilU 










9m 



■■ — t-swvnr y lUjfj 

LongauilLl am refolird, ^cis bucathreeyeetxsfaS;. 

I he ipmde fhall banquet, though the body pine, 

Eat paunches haueleanc pates : and daintic bits 
Make rich the ribs, butbanquerout the wits. 

Dtfmtne . Myiouing Lord, Dumane is mortified^ 

The grotfer manner of thefe worlds delights. 

He throwes vpon the grotfe worlds bafer flaues: 

To loue, to wealth, to pornpc I pine and die. 

With all thefe liuing in Philolophic. 

Berowne, l can but fay their protcftationcucr, 

So much, deere liege, I haue already fworne. 

That is* to liuc and ftudy he ere three yccrcs. 

But there arc other ftrift obfcruances : 

Asnottofcca woman in thatterme, 

Which I hope. well is not enrolled there. 

And one day in a weeke to touch no food 
And but one meale on euery day befide: 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fl eep.e but three houi es in the night* 

And not be feene to winke of all the day. 

When I was wont to thinke no harme all night. 

And make a darke night too of hal fc the day Yd 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

Q, thefcare barren taskes. too hard tokeepe, 

Not to fee Ladyes, ftudy,, faft, not fleepc. 

Ferd. \ our oath is paft, to paffe away from thefe., . 
Berotv, Let me fay no my Licdge, and if youplea£e s . 

I onelyfworctoftudy with your grace. 

And flay heere inyour Courtfor three yccrcsfpace. 

Longa. Youfwqfc to that Berowne, and to the reft. 
Berovr. By yea and nay fir, then I fworc inicil, 

What is the end offhldy,lermeknow i, 

Fer. Why that to know whichelfc we (hould not know. 
Ber. Things hid & bard(youmeane) from common fenfe. 
Ferd. I, that is fra dies god-like recompencc. 

Hero. Come on then, I will fweare to ftudy, fo„ . 

T o know thething I am forbid to know : 

As thus, to ftudy where 1 well may dine , 

Whex5 1 too fall cxprsffcly am fbrbid. 






Louts Labour’s loft. 



Or ftudy whereto meete fome Miftrefie fine, 
iV hen Miftrclles from common fenfe arc hid. 

Or bailing fworne too hard a keeping oath, 

Scudie to break e it, and not breake my troth. 

If ftudiesgaintbe thus, and this be foe, i 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 

Sweare me to this, and I will nee’re fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the flops that hinder ftudie quite. 

And traine our intellects to vaine delight. 

Ber. Why ? ail delights are vaine, and that mod vaine 
Which with paiae purchas’d, doth inherit painc* 

Aspainefully to poare vpon a Booke , 

To l'eeke the light of truth, while truth the while 
Dothfalfcly blinde the eye-fight of his looke : 

Light feeking light, doth light of light beguile 
So erey ou finde where light in darkenelTe lies, 

Tour light growes darke by looting of your eyes* 

Studie me how to pleafe the eye indeede. 

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye, * 

Who dazling f 0> that eye (hall be his- heed*. 

And giue him light that it was blinded by, 

Studie is like the heauens glorious Sunrie, 

That will not be deepe fearch’d with fawey lookes ; 

Small haue continuall plodders euerwonne 
Saue bafe authority from others Bookes. * 

1 hefe Earthly Godfathers of heauenslightg,,. 

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre, *'■ i 

Haue no more profit of their fhining nights. 

Then thofe that walke and wot not what they are 
oo much to know, isto know nought but fame/ 

And euery Godfather can giue a name. 

Fer. How well hec’s read, to reafbn againft reading . 

F)um. .Proceeded well, to flop all good proceeding. 

B°er T “ Clthc --> andftiI1 l«sgrow the weeding. 

8reencg " ire 

Ber. Firm hisplaccandtime. 

F>uw. In reafon nothing. 

Ber, Somsthingthcnjnrimci. 

h 3 ' ' -Ferd, 
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tones Labours lop . 

M. SermMktma ttiora toping Fwft, 

Tll ,; u:» c c t ho firft ber nelnf ants of thcSpnog. 

Ber. Well, fav I am, whyihould proud Summer boaft, 
Before’tbe birds hauc any. caufe to ling . 

Why fhould I ioy in any aboruue birth . 

A t Chriftmas I ao more denre a role. 

Then with a Snow in Mayes new fangled (hovvest 
But like of each thing that in feafon gtowes. 

Sn vou to lludie now ic is too late, 

Thlt were toclymbe ore the houie t© vnlocke the gatc- 
-- Well (it vou out, goe home Berovene : adue. 

Notrgoodlor!, ! haue fwornecottay wuh youi 
And thouah 1 haue for Barbarifoc fpokc more, 

rJn fo. that Angcll kt.ov.Wgc you can fay. 

Tec confident Uckeepe wlut 1 hauc Iwonie, 

And bide .hcpenaace of each three yeateadayc. 

G sue me the paper, let me reads the fame, ^ 

■Court. , 

Hath this becne proclaimed f 
Zen. Fourcdayesagoc. 

Sen Let’s feethe penaltie. 

•On painc of looting her tongue . 

Who dcuis’d this penaltie * 

Xow.Marrythatdidl. 

zZ'. T^frightSm hence with that dread penaltie, 

h a : 

tearmeof three y ceres, he hull endure inch publikefliamc, g 
the reft of the Court (hall poftibly dcuifc 

Ber. This Article my Lie Jge yew fclfe muft breake, 
Forwcllyouknow here comes in Embattle 
The French Kings daughter, with your fetfe tq fpeake . 

A Miide of grace and comp learemaieine. 

About furrendervp of Aquitaine '. _ 

To her decrepit, ficke, and bed-nd Father, Therefore 



tones Labour's left- 

Therefore this articleis madeinvaine, 

Or vainely comes th’admired Princclfe hither. 

Ter. W hat fay you Lords ? 

Why, this was quite forgot. 

Ber. So ftudieeuermoreis ouerfhot. 

While it doth ftudy to hauc what ic would, 

Jr doth forget to doe the thing it (hould : 

'.And when it hath the thing it hunreth moft, 

*Tis wonastownes with fire, fo won, fo loft. 

Ter. Wee muft of force difpence with this Decree^ 
She muft lye here on raeerc ncceflity. 

Ber. Ncccfli ty wi 11 make vs both forfworne 
Three thoufand times within this three yeeres fpace % 
For euery man with his affe£f s is borne, 

Not by mightsnaftrcd.butby fpeciali grace. 

If I breake faith, this word (liallbreakefor me, 

I am forfworne on meere neccflitie. 

So to theLawesat large 1 write my name. 

And he that breakes them in the lead degree. 

Stands in attainder of etcrnalKhatne. 
Suggcftionsaretoothersasco meet 
But I belceue although Ifecmcfolotfe, 

I am thelaft that will laft keepc his oth. 

Butisthcre no quicker c creation granted ? 

Per. I that there is, our Court you know is hamed 
With a refined trauailer of Spain e, 

A man in all the worlds new fafhion planted, 
Thathathamintofphralesin hisbraine : 

©Re, who the MuOcke of his ownc vainc tongue,' 

Doth rauilh like inchanting harmonic .• 

A man of complements whomright and wrong 
Haucchofeas vmpire of their mutinie. 

This childe of faneie that Armado hight, 

For interim to our Andies (hall relate. 

In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight i 
From tawny Spain loft in the worlds debate. 

How you ddight my Lords I know not I. 

But I pr tell I louetoheare him Tic, 

And! will yfe him for my Mmftrclfie,. 





Lottes Labour's /o{t 9 

Bero. Arntado is a moft illullriou* wight, 

A man of fire, new words, fates owne Knight. 

Lon. fofiard chcfwaine and he, fnall be our Iport, 
And’iPotoftudie, three ycercsis but fhort. 

Snter a Conftable 'mtk Coftard with a Letter. 

Cer.fi. Which is the Dukes owne perfon? 

Ber. This fellow, What would’lH 

Con . I my felfe reprehend his owne perfon, for I am his graces 
Tharborough; but I would fee his owne perion ra flcih and 

blood. 

Ber. Thisishe. 

Con. Signeor Artne, Arme commends you : 

There’s -viUanie abroad, this letter will tell you more. 

Clove. Sir the Contempts thereof are as touching mee* 

Fer. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Ber. How low foeuer the matter , I hope in God for high 

A high hopeforalow heauen,God grant vs patience. 

Ber Flo hcare or forbeare hearing. 

Lon . To hcare meckely fir, and to laugh moderately, or to 

f0r ^Tr. C Well fir, be it as the ftile (lull glue vs caufe to clime in 

the merriridfe. . 

Clow. The matteris to me fir, as concerning Iaquenetta. 

The manner ofic is, I was taken with the manner . 

Ber. Inwbatmanner? , - , 

do. In manner and forme following fir, all thofe three. I was 
•feene with her in the Mannor houfc, fitting with her vpon the 
Forme, and taken following her into the Parke tech put to- 
gethcr is in manner and forme following. Now ur lor the man- 
ner 5 ic is the mannerofa man to fpeake to a woman, for the 
forme in fome forme. ' : r 

Ber. For the following fir. . ■ . , 

Clew. As it (hall follow in my correaion, and God defend 

the right, . , . , 

Fer. Will you heare this Letterwith attention f 
Ber. As wee would hcare an Oracle, 




tmsldm'sfoft- F" 

Co fi Not a word of Coftard 'l C( ‘ 

*& i t may b« fo : but i£ he fey * e >s fo, W 

butfo. -1 

at. *£ '«*, *>d «K.y «»<!<« not 1 ^ 

Phyficke °f tl fi r hea/th ;fZZtLe 'when ? About the fixt hours , 
betooke my felfe to walk* • tj* e 1 , £ men fi t dovtne to that 

whenbeatfsmoftgrafe, fords beftpe ^ -J y timeW heiu 

wunfinentMu^ vpe » )it „ 

Blow for the ground which A ? where Imeane I 

jchpedy Thy Tark - e jT heri ^ r , njprepofterous event that draw- 

did encounter that obfeene and mo ft prp j Itt ke,which heert 

.eth from my f now-white pen toe c on _ to the place where? 
thou viewefi, behAdeMurueyeft,orf fi/ ^ corner 

Itfiandcth Bfjrth 

of thy carious knotted garden , t here J claW n. Mee i)that 
Swainc, that bafe //^.Mc ?) that ft allow vafi dZ 

•unlettered [mall knowing fou >(C Qoftard, ( Cl oW * 

OmejfirtedandcmfimdcMW ' 0 ilwitb this 

Editl and continent Cannon ; Which mth , 

I pajfi on to fay wherewith : 

fer L With 7chifde of our 

for thy receive the meed 

efieemed duty pnekesme 0 *f jf O fr cer Anthony Dull/! man 
ofpmijhment by tbyfwecte graces Officer Ami y 

of goodreptite, carriage, bearing , & eft* • 

M, Eor I^ucnccta (fi » th.rn.ksr *4'“ Wfft'X 






houcs Labours lofii 

apprehended with the aforeftM Swine, Ikeepehcr asavefTeS 
efthj Lawesfutu, and jh all at the let ft cfthyjwcet notice, hrC 
her to mall. Thme mail complements of denoted and hearten? 

mng heat of dut.ie. ~ 

Don Ac'riano.dc Armado.- 

^^niiisDotlbwdlaajooked.for'bwthcica.fcatei 

Ter. Did you hcare the Proclamation ? 

much of .the hearing it, but little of the- 

y.eeres imprifonment to be taken 

Clov .1 was taken with none f Ir ,I was taken with a Damofe'i 
fcr. Well,,r was proclaimed DamofeU, 

C/^ This was no DamofeU ncy ther fir, /he was a Virgin. 

F A ' J ” S - f ° VarJC ? ' 00 > fG1 ' ic was proclaimed Virgin. 8 ’ 
Mafdc. f WCrC,IdcniC her Virginity: I was taken with a . 

F ri T tk M w d ? 2li n0t fcrUf y° ar mrne/hv 
C/ov.Thii Maide will ferue my turne fir. 

WceK'wth B”,!„c P “dT“r y0 " Y °“ fl “ l!Ma ‘ 

s$S£i3^S— * 

And goe we Lords to put in praftice that/ 

I ' f“ h /° «™f>gly fwernc. 

ThcfcoflfJi ^ aT jT ^ £adt °2nygo°d mans hat, 

»iA/T’ If “®*/° r * l,e ,ratk «'= fctttu.it is, l ms ,, km 
come TcZTc^SZZZ"’ ' ht ' rf "' wU 

a «? iut, a „dvntiil ,hen fifdownc lbtiow. °” y “•*>' f “ k 

Bo ft"w t d’?‘ i °?* dM " Ui ‘r«S'- 

•> .. oy, What iigne isit vvhcji a Man of great fpi.it 

grower 



0 


1 
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hotitsLabours loft, 

growes melancholy? 

Boy. A great figne fir, that he will Iooke fad. 

Brag. Why ? fadnefie is one and the felfe-fame thing dears 

ittipc. 

Bey. No no, O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How canft thou part fadnefie and melancholy my ten: 

der Iuuenail f 

Bey. By a familiar demonttration of the working, my tough 
figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur ? Why tough figneur ? 

Boy. Why tender Iunenakl Why tender IunenaUI 
Brag. I Ipoke it tender JuuenaU, as a congruent apathaton, 
appertaining to thy yong daics, which we may nominate tender. 

Boy. And t tough figneur, as an appertinent title to your olde 
time, which we may name tough, 

■Brag. Pretty ana apt. 

Boy. How meane you fir, I pretty, and my faying apt ? or I 
apt, and my faying prettie? 

Brag. Thou prettie becaufe little. 

Boy. Little pretty, becaufe little : wherefore apt ? 

Brag. And therefore, becaufe quickc. 

Boy. Spcake you this in my prayfe Matter ? ■■ 

Brag. In thy condigne praife. 

Boy. I will praife an Eele with the fame praife^. 

Brag. What ? that an Eele is ingenuous. 

Boy. That an Eeleisquicke. 

Brag. I doe fay thou art quicke in anfwers. Thou heat ’ft my 
bloud. 

Boy. X am anfwer’d fir. 

Brag. I loue not to be croft. 

Boy, He fpeakes the roeere contrary, oroffesloue not him. 
Br. I hauepromis’d foftudy iij.yecres with the Duke, 

Boy. You may doc it in an houre fir. 

Brag. Impofiible. 

B oy. How many is one thrice tolde l 

Bra. 1 am ill atreckning, ic fits the fpiric of aTapiler, 

Boy. You arc a gentleman and a gamefter fir. 

Brag. I confdle both, they are both the varniQi of a corn: 
pleat man. . 

B z Boy, 







L.ouss flavours jaju 

Boy. Then I am furc you know how much the gtoffc ftim 
deuf-acc amounts to. 

Brag. It d^th amount to one more then two- m 
Boy. Which the bafe vulgar call three. 

Br. True. Boy. Why Or is this fuch apeeceofftudy ? Now 
hecr’s'chree ftudied, ere you’ll thrice wink, &how eafie it is to 
put yecrcs to the word three, and fludy three yecrcs in two 
words the dancing horfe will tell you. 

Brag. A moft fine Figure. 

.SorfToprouc you a Cypher. . . 

Brag. 1 will hereupon confeffc I am in loae t. and as it is bate 
for aSouldiertoloue; to am 1 in loue with a bafe Wench. If 
drawing my fword againft the humour of affe&ion, would deli- 
uer me frtm the reprobate thought of it, I would take DeGre 
priGner , and ranfome him to any French Courtier for a 
new deuts’d curtfie. I thinke fcorne ro Ggh, me thinks 1 fhould 
©ut-fweare Cupid. Comfort mee Boy, What great menhauc 
becneinloue? 

Boy. Hercules Matter. 

Brag. Moft fweet Hercules : more authorise decre Boy ; 

name more ;and fweet my childe let them be men of good re- 
pute and carriage. 

Boy. Sampfen Matter hewasa man of good carriage, greae 
carriage for he carried the Towne-gatcson his backe like a por« 
ter : and he was in loue, 

Brag. O well- knit Sampfen, ftrong ioynted Sampfon ;.I doe 
exccll'thec in my rapier, as' much as thou didft mee in carrying 
gates, i am in loue too.W ho was S atrip fans loue my deare Moth*. 
Boy. A Woman Matter. 

Brag. Of what complexion f 
Boy. Of all the fourc, or the three, or the two, or one 
Soure.. ^ 

Brag. T ell mee precifely of what complexion l 
Bey. Of the fea-water Greene Gr. 

Brag;. Is that one of tfcefoure complexions? 

Boy. As I hauereadGr-, and thebett of them too. 

Brag . Greene indeed is thecolourof Louers: butte haae an 
$.ou£o? that colour, me thinkesd’^^/«« had fmallreafonfor it,, 
finely afEc&ed feeder herwt* 
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Boy . Tt was fo fir for (he had a grecne wit. 

Brag. Me loue is moft immaculate white and red. 

Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Matter, are mask'd vndcr 

fuch colours. ‘ 

Brag. Define, define, well educated infant. 

Boy . My fathers witte, and my mothers tongue aflift mce. 

Brag. Sweet inuocation of a childe, moft pretty and ppthe- 
ticall. 

Boy . Ifftiebe made of white and red, 

Her faults will ncre be knowne : 

Forblufh-in chcekes by faults arc bred. 

And feares by pale whit? ftiowne : 

Then if flic feare, or be to blame. 

By this you lhail not know , 

For ftill her checkcspoileirc the fame. 

Which natiue fhe doth owe : 

A dangerous rime matter againft the reafou of white and red. 

Brag. Is there not a Ballet Boy,of the King and the Bcggcr ^ 

Boy. The world was very guilcyoffuch a Ballet fome three 
ages fince, but I thinke now’tis not to be found: or if it were, 
it would neither ferue for the writing, nor the tune. 

Brag. I will hauc that fubieft newly writ ore, that I may ex- 
ample my digreffion by fome mighty prefident. Bo?, I doe 
fou? that Coumrcy girle that I tooke in the Parke with the ratio- 
nal! hindc Cofiard: flic deferues well. 

Boy . To be whip’d : and yet a better loue then my Matter. 

Brag. Sing Boy, my fpirit growes heauy in loue. 

Boy. And hat’s grea: mjrucll,louing a light wench. 

Brag , ] fay fing. 

B oy. Forbcare till this company be paft. 

Enter (florenc, Corfablcy and pf'ettch , 

Co»fi. Sir, the Dukes pleafure, is that you kcepe (fo Ftard 
fafe, and you inuft let him take no delight, nor no penance, but 
^eemutt taft three dayes a weeke: forthisDamfcll,I mutt keepe 
*Ci at the Parke, fhe is alowdforthe Day-woman- Fare you well. 

Brag. I doe betray my felfe with biulhing ; Maide. 

B } ' "■ c Maid, 
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cjffatd. Min* , 

Brag, I willvifn chcs at me Lodge, 

Maui. That’s hereby. 

Brag. I know where it is fittiatc. 

CMai. Lord how wile you arc. 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. . 

Ma. With what face ? • 

Brag, llouethee. 

Mai. So I heard you fay„ 

Brag, And fo farewell. 

Mat. Faire weather after you* 

Clu Come Iaquenetta^wiy. Exeunt. 

Bra<r. Villaine, thou (hale faft for thy offences ere thou he 

pardoned^cu ^ ho?e whcnI doc it, Khali doe it on a full ftp. 

Brae. Thoirftialt be haauily puniflied. 

Clo^ I am more bound to you then your fcllowcs, for they 
arc butlightlyrewarded. 

Brag. Take away this villaine, (hut him vp. 

Bov. Come youtranfgrdfing llaue away. = 

flow. Let me not be pent vp fir, I will fa ft being look: 

Boy. No fir, that were fait and loofe : thou (halt to prilon. 
Clove. Well, ifeuer I doe feethe memedayesef defection 
that I haue feenc, fome (hall fee. 

Boy. Wlut (hall Lome fee? , 

Clow. Nay nothing, Mafia Moth, but what they lookevp^ 
on. It is for ” prifoners to be filent in their words , and there- 
fore I will fay nothing: I thankeGod.I haue as little patience as 
another man, and therefore 1 can be quiet. Exit. 

Brag. Idoeaffeft the very ground (which is bale) where 
her fiiooe ( which is bafer) guided by her foote( which is bafeft) 
doth tread. I (hall be forfwornd( which is a great argument of 
•falfhood) if I loue.Andhow can that be true loue, which is falfe- 

Jy attempted l Louc is a familiar, Loue is a Diuell. There is no 
euill .Arge'l but Louc, yet Sam flu wasfo tempted, and he had 
an excellent ftrength: Yet was Salomon fo feduccd, and he haft 
av.ery good witte. Cupids Butfhafc is too hard for Hercules 

Clubbe, and therefore too much ods fbr;a Spaniards Rapicr:Thc 
* . - firft 
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Loues Lahmrs left. 

firft and fecondcaufc will not feruc myturnej theFalfado hc e 
refpefts not, the D uello. he regards not ; his difgraceis to be cal. 
,cd Boy , but Ins glorie is to fubduc men. Aduc Valour,ruft Ra- 

fvrn r DrUm> tor y° u >- manager is in loue; yea he loucth. 
Aflifi me feme cxtemporall god of Rime, for l am fore I dull 

fori am for whole vo- 

Exit . 

F inis SI its Primus'. 



Attus Secundtis . 



enter the Princejfe of France .with three attending LaditMand 
three Lords,. f 

To parlee with the foie inherited ****** 

Of alIp«fcaion,chata man may owe 

The? pka of DO IelPc weight t 

® r aSpr °^ lof ^-cg^ * 

No t ,?«, t db y g b rS g „?r iof,l,cc ^- 

lam lcfii proud m h. ! f cl,1 Pmansiongues: 

Tl'anyouSlm " y °u“ t,:l1 m y »onh, . 

In fprnd.„T„ t ? b '«*nKd wife, 

But now rotasfce f h f ln . tbc P^deof; mine. 
l’rin. f oua 'l • aik ' r ' 8 0<,d *9#, 

Do* noyfea fao“^ 0 T‘ f tel Wg 
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touts Labours lo$* 

No woman may approach his fijjjn* : ' 

Therefore to’sfccmcth it anecdfallcouile, 

Before we enter hisforbidden gates. 

To know his pleafure, and in that behalf c 
Bold of your worthinetlc, we (ingle you, 

Asour beft moiungfairdohcuer j 

Tell him, the daughter of the Kmg of Francc, 

On ferious bufincile crauing quicke difpatch, 

Importunes perfonallconfcrcnce with his grace. 

Hafte, figniftefo much whileweattend 

like humble vifag’d filters his Extt< 

Boy , Proud of imploymcnt.wilhnglyi goc. *x«. 

Who arc the Votaries my louing Lords, mat 
wi tB- this vertuou sD uke ? 

Lor. Longauill is one. 

**&»»*! 

BetweeneL Pertgort and the bcauteou 
OF Iaaues Fattconbridge folemnized. 

In W ormandithwl this LongtutV , 

A man offoueraigne parts he is erteem . 

Wellfitted in Arts, glorious in Armes ; 

Nothing becomes him ill that he wou 
The onely foileof his faire vertues glofie. 

If vertues gloffe will ftaine with any foyle 
Is a ftarpe wit match’d with too blunt aWi- 
Whofe edgehath power to cut whole wll M wll* 

It fhould none fpare that come ^hut h power ? 

Prin. Some merry mocking Lord behkc iit 

Lad. i They fay fomott, that mod his humors know 

Pri», Such fliorc liu’d wits doe wither as they grow. 

Of all that Vertueloue, for Vertue lout d, 

Moft power to doe rood harme, lcaft knowing ill : 

For he hath wit to make an ill lhape good, . 

Andfhape to win grace though flic had no Wit, 

1 faw him at the Duke Ahnfoes once, An( j 



Lottes Labour s loft. 

And much coo Title of that good I faw. 

Is my report to his great worthinefle. 

Another orthc Studcntsacchat time. 

Was there with him as I haue heard a truth, 

Berowne they call him, but a merrier man, 

Within theLimic of bccomming mirth, 

I ncuer fpent an hourestalkcwichalL u:i 
His eye begetsoccahonfor hiswit, i :•( • 

For eueryobieil that the one doth catch. 

The other turnes to a mirth-raouing ieft. 

Which his faire tongue (conceit s Cxpofitor) 

Deliuers in fuch apt and gracious words. 

That aged earcs play freuant at his tales. 

And yonger hearings are quite rauifhed. 

So fvyeec and voluble -is his difeourfe. 

Prin. God blclTe my Ladies, arc t hey all in loue ? 

That cuery one her owne Iiath garnifhed , 

With fuchhedecking ornaments ofpraife. 

Ma. Hccre comes Boyet, 

Enter Bo jet, 

Prin. Now, what admittance Lord? 

Boyet, N auar had notice of your faire approach; 

And he and his competitors in oath, 

Wtrc all addrcllto meeceyou gentle Lady 
Before I camermarry thus much I haue learnt, • 

He rather mcanes to lodge youin the field. 

Like one that comes heere to befiege his Court, 
Thenfeekeadifpenfationfor his oath : * 

To let you enter his vnpcopled houfe. 

Enter N attar, Longauill, Duns nine, and B erowne* 

Heere comes Tfjiuar. 

Nau. Faire Princelle, wclcom to the Court of Nauar. 

Fan. Faire I giue you baoke againe, and welcome I haue not 
I li 1 C \j°g °^bis Court is too high to be yours, and welcome 

co the wide fields, too bafe to be mine. 

N an. You fliall be welcome Madam to my Court. 

Fan. I will be welcome then. Condu& me thither. 

c 'Qjm, 










WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love’s Labour’s Lost ( STC22295) LONDON, 1631 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.12.h.1l) OctSVO 













Nan. Heave me deareL*dy »lhaue fworn? anoatli, 
O^Lady help! my Lord, hc.'ll b. forworn.. 
Nan Not for the worldfaice Madam.by ray will. 

Pri „, Why will Ml breake it willed nothing els.. 
Nan. Your Ladifliip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin Were ray Lord fo, his ignorance were wile, 
Where now his knowledge muft prouc ignorance. 

I heare your grace hath fwornc out Houfe- keeping;. 

•Xis deadly finneto keepfethat oath ray Lord, 

And finne to breake it:. . 

But pardon me I am too fodarae bold, 

To teach a Teacher ill befeemeth me; 

Vouchfafeto read thepurpofeof my coraming, 

And fodainly refolucms in my.fuite. 

Nau, Madam, I will, if fodainly 1 may. 

Prin . You will the fooner that I w ere away , 

Sor you’le prouc periur’d if you make me flay . 

Berov. Drd not 1 dance with you in. Brabant once r 
Bo fa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

g it then to a.kc tliequeftion ? 

Ber Your wit’s too hct,it fpecdstoo faft, cwill tire. 
Rofa. Not tillit leauc the Rider in the mire, 

Ber. Whattimcaday ? 

Rofa. The hourcthatfoolcs frouldaske. 

Ber. Now faire befall your maske. 

Rofa. Faire falls the face it couers. 

Ber. An d fend you many Loucrs. 

Rofa. Amen, fo you be none. 

Ber. Nay then will I begone. . 

Kin. Madame your father here doth intimate,. 

The payment of a hundredthoufand Crowoes, 
Beingbutth’onehalfe of an intire fumme, 

Disburfedby my father in his warres. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither haue 
Receiu’d that fumme ; yet there remamesvnpaid 
A hundred thoufand more : in furetyof the whuh, 



V 1 



Oae- 
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Vdues’Lafour s lofl. 

One part of jlquitane is bound to vs. 

Although' not valued to the moneys worths 
if then the King yourfather will reftore 
But that one halfe which is but fatiffied, m 

We will giuc vp our right in tsfejnitaine. 

And hold faire friendfrip with his Maieftk : 

But that iefeemes he little purpoftth, 

For here he doth demand to haue repaic, 

An hundred thoufand Crowncs, and not demands 
One payment of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

To hauehis title liuc in&sfquitatne. 

Which we much rather nad depart withall. 

And ha^e.the money by our fathers lent, 
rhchvft^n/taine, fo guelded as it is, 

DearePrincelle, were not hisrequefts fo farre 
From realbns yeelding, your faire felfe foould make 
A yeelding ’gainft fome reafon in my breft. 

And goe well fatiffied to France againe. 

Pnn. You doc the King my Father too much wrong, 
A nd wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeminp to 




I doeproteft x utucr ucara or k 
A ndifyou prouc it, lie repay it backc, 

Oryceld vp Aquitaine.* 

Prin. Wcarrcft your word; 

Boyet % You can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme from fpeciall Officers 
Of Charles his Father. 

Kin* Saciffie xmBkc. 

Bojet. So pleafe your grace the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecialcies are bound. 

1 0 morrow you frail haue a fight of them. 

, , ?** * c Office me 5 at which enterview. 

All liberal! realon would I yeeld vnto • 

Mcanctimc, receiue fuch welcome at my hand. 

As Honour, without breachof Honour may 
Make tender of , to thy true worthinefle. 

^ou may not corns faire Princcife i n my gates „ 

C a 








Iwes lahursiofti 

To monpw we fhall vifu you againc. 

vrin S weet health and faire defires contort your grace, 
Ki „' J h v ownc wife Wife I thee, in cu#ry place. £ xn\ : 

Boy. Lady, 1 will commend you to mmcowne heart, 
La.Ro. Pray you doc my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

■d ... i vunnld vou hear 



/you Id dc giaa to ic* 

Boy. 1 would you heard it grone, 
La.Ro. Is thefouleficke tv. 

Boy. Sicke at the heart. 

La-Ro. Alackc, let itbloud.^ 

Boy. Would that doe it good t 
La.Ro. MyPhyfickelaycsl. 

Boy. Will you priek’c withyour eyci 
La. Ro. No poynt,VlUh my kuife .* 
Boy.- Now God fauethy life. 

t ^ t>\ A r\A unnrs f?om 1 gj30 



if 

B*r< 



y t , No.w (rod fauethy life, 

Bo. And yours from longliuing. 
1 cannot ftay thankf- giuing. 



Exit* 



Enter T>utnainC: „ 

T>»m. Sir,T pray you ayyord: WhatLady is that fame ? 
Bo-i. Theheircof Alanfon^Rofalin her name. 
qy H m. A gallant Lady , Mounficr fare you well. . 

Bono. I befeech you a word : what isfhe m the white 
Bey.fi woman fometime if you faw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in thelight I defire Let name. 
Boy. She hath but one for her felie, ** 

Tt? defire that, were a (bame. 

Long. Pray you fir wbofe daughter % 

Boy . Her Mothers, I haue heard; 

Long. Gods blejTing on your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Shee u an heyre oS.T aulconbndge. 

Long. Nay , my cholleris ended : 

Sheets a moft fweet Lady. 

Boy. Not vnhkcfir,:Uac may be. ... 



ExitXong, 



Ext&u 
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torn Labour's lofij . 

Enter Berotvne. . 

Bir. What’s her name inthe cap... 

Boy. Katherine by good hap. 
her. Is fee wedded, or no, . 

Boy. To her will fir, or fo, . 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adiew; 

Boy. Farewell to me fir, and welcome to you . Sxiti . 

La. Ma. That laft is B erovone, the mery mad-cap Lord, i 
Not ? word with him, but a i?ft. 

Boy. And cuery ieft but a word. 

Bri. It was well done of you to rake him at hi* word , 

Bgy. I was as willing to grapple, as be was to boord. . 
La.Mn. Two hot feeepcs marie. 

And wherefore not Ships; , 

Boy. No Sheepe (fweet Lamb) vnlefle we feede on your lip'fc , 
La. You feeep & I pafture: feall that-finife the ieft..? 

Boy. So you grant pafturc for me? 

La. Not fo gentle bcaft. 

My lips are no Common, though feu trail they be, . 

Boy. Belonging to whom? 

La. To my fortunes and me,., 

Brin. Good wits will be iangling but Gentles agree. 

This ciuill warre of wits were much better vfed, 

Qi*Nanar andhis Bookemen, for hecre ’tis abus’d.- 
Bo. If my obferuation (which very feldome lies* 

By the hcartsftill Rbetoricke, difclofed with eyes) 

Deeemcme not now, N^auar is infe&ed. 

Brin. With what ? 

Bo. With that which we Loucrs in title afftfled. 

Brin. Yourrcafon. 

Be. Why all hisffehauiours doc maiefe theTetire, 

To the Court of his eye, peeping through defire. 

His heart .ike an Agot with your print impreffed. 

Proud with his forme, in his eye pride cxprefiTed,,' . 
n , £ ° n §ue .1 11 1 rnp atient to fpeakc and not fee.. 

Did ftumelewuh hsftein his eyefighc-to be,- 
v ii lences to chat fence did make cheirreoairc 
ipfeeleoiicly looking -onfiireft of fane ; , ’ 

G -i- 






L one s Labour s loji. 

Me thought all his fenfes were loekt in his eye, 

A s Jewels in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy. ^glaft* 

Who tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

His laces owne margent did quote fuch amazes. 

That all cyesfaw his cyesinchanted with gazes. 

He giueyou Aquitaine, all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fake, but one louing Kifle, 

Prin. Cometo our pauillion, B oyet is difpofde. 

Bro . But to fpeakc that in words, which his eycliath difclofd. 
lonely haue made a mouth of his eye. 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro, ThouartanoidLoue-tnonger, and fpeakeft skilful- 
ly. 

Lad. Ada. He is Cupids Grandfather, and icarnes newes of 
him. 

.Lad. 2, Then was Venm like her mother, for her father h 
butgrim. 

Boy. Doyou heafemy mad Wenches? 

Lad.i . No. 

Boy. What then, do you fee ? 

Lad.2, I, our way to be gone. 

Boy . You are too hard for me. Exeunt omnes. 



Jclus Ter tius. 



Enter Braggart and By. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble child, make palfionatc rr./fenfc of hearing. 
Boy. Concolinel. 

Brag. Sweet ayre, go tendernefle of yeeres : take this Key, 
giue enlargement to the fwainc, bringhim fellinatcly hither : 1 
inuilimploy him in a letter to my Loue. 

Boy. Willyouwin your louc with a French braulc i 
Bra . How meaneft thou brauling in French ? 

Boy . No my complcat mailer, but to Iiggs off a tune at the 

tongues 



toms Labours loft, 

tongues end, canarie ro it with the feete, humour it with tur~ 
rung vp your eye: figh a note ana ling a notefometimethrough 
the threate : if you f wallowed louc with finging, 1 me fometime 
through : nofc as if you fnul't vp louc by fmeiling louc with your 
hat penthoufe-iike ore the Ihop of your eyes, with your arroes 
croft on your chinbeliie doublet, like a Rabbet on a fpit, or your 
hands in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, and 
Jceepenottoo longin one tune, but a fnip and away : thefe arc 
complements, thefe are humours, thefe becray nice wenches 
that would be betrayed without chcfe, and make them men of 
note; do you note men that moll arc affefted to thefe ? 

Brag. How haft thou purchas'd chh experience ? 

Boy . By my pen of obferuacion. 

Brag. But O, but O. } 

Boy. The Hobbie-horfe isforgot. 

Bra. Cal’ft thou my loue Hobble horfe. 

Boy. No Maftcr the Hobbie-horlc is but a Coir, and your 
Loue perhaps a Hacknie: 

But hauc you forgot your Loue ? 

Brag. Almolilhad. 

Boy. Negligent ftudent, Iearne her by heart,. 

Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Maftcr : all thofe three I will proue. 
'Brag. What wilt thou prou e *. ' 

Boy. A man, if I liue(andthis)by,in, and without, vponr 
•he mftant: by hearcyou loue her, becauie your heart cannot 
come by her : in heart you loue her, becaufe your hoards in louc 
with her: and out of heart you loue her, being out of heart thac 
you cannot enioy her. 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at all.. 
Boy. Fetch hither the Swaine he muft carrie mec a Letter. 
Boy. A melfagc well fympathis’d,a Horfe to be embalFadous: 
for an AlTc. 

Brag. Ha; ha. What faift thou ? 

Boy. Marrie fir, you muft fend the AlTe vpon the Horfe for. 
Sic is veric flow gated : but I goe. 

Brag. The way is but fliort,away. 

^jjvAsfwlft-as lead fir. 



Brag v. 






HWes pamrsio[r. 

Brag. Tby meaning.ptettic ingenuous ,is cotLead.amettali 
; heauic dull, and flow ? 

Boy. Minimc honeft Matter, or rather Matter no. 

Brag . I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You arc too fwift fir to fay fo. 

-Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gunnc? 

Brag. Sweetelmoakeof Rhetoricke, 

He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that’s hec : 

I (hootethee at theSwaine. 

Boy. Thumpe then and I flee. 

Bra. A moft acute luuenall , voluble and free of grace, 

By thy fauo.ur fweet Welkin, 1 mutt figh in thy face ; 

Mott rude mclanchollie, Valour giucS thee place. 

My Herald is return’d. 

Enter? age andClowne, 

■ Pag, -A wonder Matter, heere’s a Coward broken in a (bin. 
At. Some enigma, fome Riddle, come, thy Lenuoy begin. 
Clo. No egma, no riddle, no Lenuoy, no fahie, in thee male 
f fir.Or fir, Plantan,aplaine Plantan: no lenuoy, no lenuoy, no 
Salue fir, but a Plantan: 

*Ar. By vertuethou enforced laughcer,thy filhc thought, my 
fpl?rne, the heauingof my lungs prouokes meto ridiculous 
fmiling: O pardon meroy ftars,doth the vneonfiderate tzkcfalue 
for lenuoy y and the word lenuoy for a falue ? 

Page. Doe the wife thinke them other, , is not lemoy ifalud 

<iAr. No Page fit is an epilogue or difeourfe to make plaine. 
Some obfcurc precedence that hath tofore bin faine. 

Now will I begin your morall and doe you follow with my 

lenuoy. 

Thetoxejthc Ape, and the Humble-Bee. 

Were ftill at oddes being but three. 

tArm. Vntill theGoolecamc out of doore, 

Staying the oddesby addingfoure. 

Pag. A good Lenuoy , ending in the Goofe : would you dc- 
firemorc: 

Clo. The Boy hath fold him a bargainee Goofe, that’Sflac 
Sir, your pennic- worth is good, and your Goofe be fat. 

To fell a Bargaine well is as cunning as fall and loofe; 

XaCt 
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Let me fcea fat Lenuoy, I that’sa fat Goofe. 
zXr. Come hither, come hither : 

How did this argument begin? n • - 

Boy . By faying that a Cofiord was broken in a fli « 

Then cal'd you for the Lenuoy. 

Clow. True, and I fora Plantan 2 
Thus came your argument in : , 

Then the Boy es fat Lenuoy, the Goofe that you bought. 

And he ended the market. . 

osir. Buttcllmc: Ho tv was there zC'oflard broken tn-a thin? 
Tag. I will tell you feccibiy. 

Clow. Thou haft no feeling oi it Moth. 

E will fpeakc that Lenuoy. 

I (fiofiard running eut, that was fafely within. 

Fell ouer the thrdhold, and broke roy fliin. 

Arm. We will tSlkc no more of this matter. 

Clow. Tilhhere be morematterin the fliin. 

Arm. Sirra Cofiard l willinfranchifethce. 

Clow. O, marrie meto one Francis, I fmell fome Lenuey f 
’fomeGoole in this. 

tsfrm. By my fwcetfoule.I meanc, fetting thee at libertie. 
Enfrecdoming thyperfon jthou wertemured, reftrained, cap- 
tiuated, bound. 

Clow. True, true, and now you will be my purgation, and let 
mcloofc. 

nArm. I giue thee thy libertie, fetthee from durance, and in 
lieu thereof, impofc on thee nothing but this : Beare this fignifi- 
cant to the Countrey Maide Iaquenetta : there is remuneration, 
for the beft ward of my honours is rewarding my dependants. 
CFfoth, follow. 

Pag. Likcthefcqueli l. 

Signeur Cofi< rd adiew. Exit. 

Clow. My 1‘wcet ounce of mans flefli.my in -conic lew: Now 
will I lookc to liisrcmuncration.Rerauneration,©, that’s the La* 
tine word for threefarthings. thrccfarthingsremuncratio, what’s 
the price of this ynclc? i,d.no, lie giue you a remuneration: 
Why? It carries it remuneration: Why ? It is a fairer name then 
a FrenchvCrowne. JLwillncuer buy and fell out of this word, 

D -Ent-tt 



WFtittt 








j^mes uaummost. 



Enter Berowne. 

Her. O ray good knaue Cofiard , exceedingly well mee. 
Claw. Pray you fir, How much amadou Ribbon may a man 
tray for a remuneration ? 

Her. What is a remuneration t 
Cofi. Marriefir, halfepennie farthing. 

Ber. O, why then three farthings worth ofSiike, 

Caft. I thanke your worlhip, God be wy you. 

Ber. O ftayilaue, I mudimploy thee; 

As thou wilt my fauour , good my knaue, 

.Doe one thing for me that 1 fhall intreate. 
flow. When would youhaue it done Hr? 

Ber. O this after- noonc. 

flo. Weil, I willdoeitfir sFare you well. 

Ber. O thou kno well not what ic is. 
flow. 1 (hall know fir, when 1 hauedoncic, 

Ber. Why villaine thou muftknow firft. 

Clo. I will come to your worlhip to morrow morning^. 

Ber. It mufi be done thisafter-noone: 

Marke fiaue, it is but this; 

The Princes comes to hunt hecre in the Parke, 

And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie : 

;Whcn tongues fpeak fweetly then they name hernapicj 
And Rofaline they call her, aske for her : 

And to her whyte hand fee thou doe commend 
Thisfeal'd'Vp counfaile. There’s thy guerdon: goe. 

Claw. Garden, Ofweet gardon,bcuer then remuneration, 
a Icueupence- farthing better: mod fweet garden. I will dock; 
fir in print : garden, remuneration. Exit. 

Ber. O,andl forfoothinlouc, 

1 that hauc beene loues whip ? 

A verie Beadle to a humorous figh : A Critkke, 

Nay, a night-watch Gondable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

Then whom no mortall fo magnificent. 

This wimpled, whyning, purblindewaward Boy, 

Tbisfignior Ittnios gyant dwarfe Don flsptd* 

Regent of Loue- rimes, Lord of foldedarmes, 

TAann-ointsd loueraigne offighes and groanes s 








v l 
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Licdgeofall loyterersand malecontenrs : 
Dread Prince ot Placcacs, King of Codpeeccs, 
Sole Emperator and great gencrall 
Of trotting Parritors(0 my little heart) 

And I to be a Corporall of his field, 
Andwcarehis Colours like a Tumblers hoope. 
What? I Ioue, I die, 1 feckea wife, 

A woman that is like a Germaine Cloake, 

Still a repairing: euer out of frame, 

Andneucr going aright, being a Watch: 

But being wstcht, that it may Hill goe right.' 
Nay, to be periurdc, which is word of all : 

And among three, to loue the word of all, 

A whitly wanton, with a veluetbrow. 

With two pitch bals ftucke in her face for eyesC 
I, and by heauen one that will doe the deede. 
Though Argm were her Eunuch and her guarde 
And I to figh for her, to watch for her. 

To pray for her, go to :ic is a plague 
That Cupid will impofe for my ncgleft, 

Ofhis almighty drcadfull little might. 

Well, I will loue, wriee,figh, pray, {lie grone. 
Some men mud loue my Lady, and forne lone. 




Acltts Quartos. 



Enter the Princejfe, a Forrefi er } ber Ladies, and her 
Lords . 

, A J&, Was thattlie Kingthatfpurd his horfefo hard. 
Agamd the deep*vpnfing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know not, but I thinke it was not he. 

WdTt or^ 10 3 Wa V ^ evv ^ 3 mounting minds; 

Well Lord; today we lhallhauc our difpatch, 

On Saturday wc will rettirneeo France. 

-hen Forrester my friend. Where is the Bufii 

Tna ? w e mud d^d and play t he murthcrcr in ? 

-- 



Tori 
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IMesLabouiTs 

Tor. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 

A Star.d where you may make the faircft fhootc. 

gp' I chanke my beautie, I am faire that Ihoote, 

And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faired Ihoote. 

For. Pardon me Madam, for J meant not fo. 

Qti‘ What, what,? Firft praxfc me,and then again fay no.>. 

O (hort liu’d pride. Not faire ? alackefor woe. 

For. Yes Madam Faire. 

Qu, Nay, ncuer paint me now, 

Where faire is not,ptaifc cannot mend the brow. 

Here (good my glaik) take this for telling true: 

Faire pannent for foule words, is more then due. 

For. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit. 

Qu. See,lee my beautie will be fau’d by merir. 

0 herefie in faire, fic for thefe dayos, 

A giuing hand, though foule, (hall hauc faire ptaifc*. 

Bur come, the Baw : Now Mercy goes to kill. 

And fliooting well, is then accounted ill i 

Thus will I faue my credit in the (hoote. 

Not wounding, pittie would not let me do’c : 

1 f wo unding, then it was- to (hew my skill, ' 

That more for praife, then purpofc meant to kill,, 

And out of queftionyfo-it isfometirnts* 

Glorie growes guiltic of detefted crimes, 

When for Fames fake, for prayfc an outwardparty 
Wc bend to that thevvorkingof the heart, . 

As 1 for praife alone now fecke to lpill 

The poore Deeres blood, that my heart meanesno ill. 

D.q not curft.wiues hold that fdfe-faueraigntie ■. 

Onc!y for praife fake,w hen they ftriuc to be 

Lords ore their Lords? • 

£ht. Oneiy for praife, and praife we may |frora, 

TtTsny Lady that fubduesa Lord. 

Enter £hr<>nc. 

Boy . Here comes a member of the common-wealth. 

Clb. God dig.you-den all, pray you which is the head Lady? 
©a.Thou (halt kno w her fellow ,by the reft that haueno hcac,s. 
'Clo. Which is thegrcaceft Lady, the higheft? 
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hones Labour siffi, 

$u. Thethickcft.andthctalleft. 

ffo The thickeft,8c the tallcft: it ufo, truth is truth* 

And your wafte Miftxis, were as (lender as mywic, 

One a thefe Maidesgirdlesfor your wafte (houidbe fn. 

Arc not you thechiefe woman? You are the thick dt here? 

Oa. What’s your will Hr .? What’s your will ? 

CA. I hauc a Letter from Mounfisr Berovwe, 

To one Lady JLofaline. , „ . 

Qj^ 4 o thy letter, thy IettersHe’s a good friend ot mine, - 

St and .a. fide good bearer. 

Bonet, you can carue, 

Breake vp this Capon* 

Boyct. I am bound to ferue. 

This Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here a * 

It is writ to jaejuenetta: 

gu. We willreadcic, I fweare. 

Breake thcnecke of theWaxe,and cucry one giue care.: 

Boyet rettdes. 

B Y heauen,that thou art faire, is moft infallible: true that thoQ < 
art beauteous, truth it fdfe that thou art loucly : more fair- 
er then faire, beautifull then beauteous, truer then truth it felfcs 
hauccomiferation on thy hcroicall Vaflall .The magnanimous 
& moftilluflrious King Cophetxa fet eie vpon the pernicious & 
indubitate Beggar Zenelophon'.md he it was, that might rightly 
lay, Veni, vidv,vicii Which to annothanizc in the vulgar , O 
bafe and obfeurevuigar; videlicet, He came,See,andouercamct 
he came one } fee two ; ouercame three : Who camcJthe King. 
Why did he come? to fee. Why did hefee? toouercome. To - 
whom came he? to the Beggar. What faw he? the Beggir.Who 
ouercame he ? thcBegg.r. The concluiion is viftories .on 
whofe fide? the Kings: the captiuitie is inricht.On whofe Gd&fthe 
Beggars. The cataftroplie is a Nuptialhon whofe fide? the King - 1 
no, on both in one, or one in both. I am the King (for fo Hands 
the comparifon) thou the Beggar,for(ciwitnc(Ieth thy lowlines. 
Shall I command thy kue ? I may. Shall I enforcedly Joue? 1 
* ould.Shal I entreatethy louc?I will. What, flialc thou exchange 
forragges, roabes : for tittles titles.- for thy fdfe mec.Thuscx* 
pcfting thy reply, I prophanemy lips on thyioote, nxy.cyc$>on 
thvpidure, and my heart on thy euery part.* 

a 3 . 



Thitutx- 












labour s lofl. 

Thine in the dearefi dejigne of itid&Jiriel 

Don Adriano de Anna the. 

Thus doft thou hearethc Nor. can Lion roare, 

Gainft thee thou Lsmbc that fiandeftas his pray ; 

Submiffiuc fall his princely fc et before, 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou ftriue )poore foule) vyhat art thou then ? 

Foods for his ragc,rcpafiure tor his den. 

£)u. What plume of feathersis he that indited this Letter f 
VVhat veine ?What Wethcrcocke . ? Did you euerheare better? 
Boy | am much decciucd, but I remember the ftile. 

Eli c.your memory is bad, going ore it ere while. 

B oy. This tsfrntado is a Spaniard that keepes here in court* 
A Phantafime a Monorchc,and one that makes 1 port 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. ~ •— * -- 

Qjt. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter f 
Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Qa. To whom fhould’ft thou giuc it; 

From ray Lord to my Lady. 

£lu. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

C le. From my Lord Berowne a good mailer of mincj 
To a Lady of France , that he call'd Rof aline. 

Thou haftmiftaken his Letter.Ceme Lords away. 
Heerc fweet, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt, 
Boy. Who is the Ihooter? Who is the (hooter? *■ 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I mycontinencof Beautie. 

Rofa. WhyfhethatbearestheBow.Finelyput off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marrie. 

Hang me by thenecke.if homes that yeare mifearrie. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then,! am the fnooter. 

Boy, And who is your Deare ? 

Rofa. Ifweclioofeby the homes, your felfe come not nearc. 
Finely put on indeede. 

Maria. You hill wrangle with her Boyet, and Hie {hikes ac 
thebrow. " " - 

B'oyet « 



tones Labour s loft . 

Boyei. But fhehcr felfe is hit lower. 

Haue I hit her now. 

Rofa. Shall I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 
man when King Pippin of France was a little boy, as touching 
the hit it. 

Boyet. So I may anfwere thee with one as old that was a wo- 
man whenQueene guinouer of Brittaine was a iictlc wench, ag. 
touching the hit it. 

Rofa. Thoucanft not hit it, hit it, hit it. 

Thou canftnot hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot:. 

And I cannot, another can, ExitL 

,Clo. By my troth mod pleafanc, how both did fit it. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit ", 
Boy. A Mark,0 marke but that markeia marke lay es my Lady. . 
Let the marke haue a pneke in’c, to mee t at, if it may be. 

Mar. Widea’ch bow hand, y faith your hand is our, 
CA.Indeede a’muft fticote nearer, or htde ne’re hit the clout. 
Boy , And ifmy hand be out, thenbcbkc your hand is in. 
Glow. Then will lhe get the vplhoo t bv cleaumg the is in. 
t Ma. Come,come, you talks greafily, your lips grow fouled, 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks^ fir challenge her to 
houle. 

Boy. I fcare too much rubbing ’ good night my good Oale 0 . 
Clo. By my foule a S waine, a mod fimple Glowne. 

Lord, Lord, how theLadies and I haue put him doyvne. 

O my troth moft lwcet iefts, mod inconie vulgar wit, 

When ie comes fofmoothly off^ooblcenely.as it wtrefo fit,. 
Armathor ath to the fide, O a tnolf dainty man. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, and to bearc her Fan. 

To fee him kilTe his hind, and how moft fweetly a will f wears * 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens, it is moft pathecicall nit. 

S»wl>,&wla. 

Shootc with hitfC 

Enter Bully Holof ernes, the fPedant and Nathaniel; 
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Lvues Labour s loft, 

Ped> The Deare was ( as you know) fanguis in bison tipe as 
a Pome water > who now bangeth like a Iewcllmthcjare ofc^ 
Ha thcfkiej the wetken>e heauen, and anon tallcthlikc a Crab 
on the face of Terra, \ he foylc,the land, the earth. 

CKrat N atb , Truely lA.Helof ernes, the cpichuhes arc fwectly 
varied like a fcholkr at the leaft: but Sir I aflurc yc.it was a Bucks 
of the fir (V head. 

Hoi. Sir, Nathaniel, baud Credo. 

‘Dul. •Twasnota&aa^ credo, a Pricket. 

Hoi Moft barbarous intimation : yet a kinde or munuation, 
at it were in via, in way of explication/^ : as it were reph- 
carton or rather ottentare, to ihow as it were his inclination al- 
ter his vndretfed, vnpoliihed,vneducated,vripruned, vntrained, 
or rather vnlcttcnd, or rath er eft unconfirmed fafhu>n,to mlcrt 
sasine tn'f based credo iotzDate. . . 

b j) :i [ f faid chc Dearc wasnoc z baud credt> rriCKCt* 
Hoi. Twicefod ftmplicitic , bis coitus , O thou raonftcr Ig- 
norance, how deformed doft thou lookc. 

Nath. Sir,hehathncuer fed of the dainties that are bred in a 

He hath not eatc paper as it wres 

He hath not drutike inke. „ « 

His intellects not rcplcnithcd, he is onely an animall, onely 
fenfible in the duller parts : and fuch barren plants are fee before 
v , that we thankfull mould be : which wctaftc and feeling ,ate 
for thofe parts that fruftifie in vsmore then he. 

For as it would illbecoraemc to bcvaine,indifcrcet,or af 5 

lo were there a patch fet on Learning , to fee him in a Schoolc. 
But omnebene fay 1, being of an old Fathers >Jinde 
Many canbrooke the weather, that louenot the winde. 

i„l. You two are booke-men : can you tell by your wit, 
What was a month old at birth,tlm’s not hue weekcsold 

“mlmmgim * good man goodmanM 

qy hL W hat i s T> i Eli ma ? 

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna , to the Moone. 

Hoi. The Moone was a month old when Adam was no mot » 
And wrought no: to fiuc-weekcs when he came to huefcore. 

Th’aUufion holds in the Exchange. ^ 
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Loues Labours loft, 

pal. ’Tis true indeed , the Collulion holds in the Exchange . 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity, I fay th’allufion holds in the 
Exchange, 

<J)hL And I fay the pollufion holdsin the Exchange : 
for the Moone is ncucr but a month old; and J fay befidethar, 
»cyvas a Pricket that tire PrincciTc kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathar.iel, will you bcarean cxtemporall Epitaph 
on the death of the Deare, and to humour the ignorant call’d the 
Deare , the PrincelTe kill’d the Pricket. 

Nath. Perec, goodM. Hole 'femes , perpe, (bit fhallpleafc 
you to abrogate fcurilitie. 

Hoi. I wi!l fomethinr»afte£l the Letter, for itarsuesfacilidc. 



The prayful l Princejfe pearfi andprkkt 
a prettie p leafing Pricket , 

'■Some fay a Sore, but not afore, 
till now made forewithfbooting. 

The ‘Doggcs did yell, pat ell to Sore, 
then Sorell tamps from thicket : 

'Or Pricket-fore , or elfe Sorell , 

7 'bepeople f all a hootingy 
If Sore be fere , then ell to Sore % 
makes fiftie fores O for ell : 

Of one fore l an hundred make 
by adding but one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent. 

Dal. Ifa talent be a claw, lookc how he cl awes him with a 
falent. 

N ath. This is a gift that I haue fimple ; fimple, a fooiifh ex* 
trauagant fpirit, full of formes, figures, (liapes, obiefts, Ideas, 
apprehenfions, motions, reuolutions, . Thefc are begot in the 
ventricle of memorie, nouriftit in the wombeof Primater, and 
deliuered vpon the mellowing of occafiontbut the gift is good 
in thofe in whom it is acute, and I am thankfull for it. 

Hoi. Sir,IprayfetheLordforyou,and loe may my pariihio- 
ners, for their fonnes are welltutor’d by you, and their Daugh- 
ters profit very greatly vnder you: you area good member of the 
^mmon. wealth, " 



E 



Nathc 




Lottes Labours loU. 

Nath.. Me hereby If their formes be ingenuous, they (ball 
wane no im1tru£tion i If their Daughters be capable , Iwillputit 
to them . But Vir fttfit p aMca loquitur, a foule Feminine lain- 

tethvs. 

E nter Iaquenetta and the Clorvne. 

laetti. God giue you good morrow. M.TfryW, 
ivlri'.MaftaPerfon.^/Perfon? And ifenclhould be pertt. 
Which is the one .? ■ ■ 

riov>. Marry M. Shoolcmafter.he that is hkeft to a hoglheaa. 
Nath. Of perfinga Hogshead, a good luftre of conceit in a 
turph of Earth , Fire enough for a Flint , Pcarfe enough for a 
Swine: ’tisprettic, it is well. , 

N„u. Good Mailer Parfon be fo goodasreade meethisLft- 
ter, it was giuen me by (fty?^,andfeutmefromZ)e» Armathoi 
I befeeehyou reade it. 

Nath. Facileprecor gleida, quando feccas omnia fub vmbra 
ruminat , and fo forth. Ah good old Mantuan^ I may fpeake of 
thee as the traueller doth of Venice , vemchie, vencha, que non 
te vnde, que non teperroche. Old Mantuan , old MantuanN* ho 

vndeiftandeth thee not , vt re fol la mi fa ; Vnder pardon fir. 
What are the contents l or rather as Horace fayes in his. What 
my foule verfes. 

Hoi. I fir, and veric learned. _ 

Nath. Let me heare a ftaffe, a ftanze, a verfe. Lege Homme, 
If Loue make meforfworne, how fliall I fweare to loue? 
Ahneuerfaith could hold, if not to beautieVowod. 

Though to.my felfc forfwern, to thee lie faitbfuliproue. 

Thofc thoughts to me were Okes, to the like Ofier showed. 
Studie his byas leaues, and makes hisbooke t bine eyes. 

Where all thofepleafures liue, That Art would comprehend,, 

If knowledge be the Marke, to know thee (hall fuffice. 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant that foule, that fees thee without wonder. 

Which is to me fome pray fe, that l thy parts admire; 

Thy eye Hues lightning bcares,thy voycc his dreadful! thunder,. 
Which not to anger bent, is muf que, andfwcet fire. 

Celeftiall as thou art, O pardon Loue this wrong, 

That fings heahens praife with fuch an earthly tongue. 
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Lottes Labour* slofl. 

feL y 0 u Bade not the Apoftrophas.andfomiffe the accent. 

“ ® P H«fa rToSy numbers ratified, but for theclegan- 

w^hemaD^d wty indeede Najo , but for fmcllingout the 
W as the man. am Y ? Ac ierkes 0 f muen uon imitaneis 

odoriferous fio Hound his Matter, the Ape his keeper, 

the^rfd Horfe his rider : But Hamofella Virgin Wasthxs di- 

° f £hcftraDge 

ouerglance the fupcrfcripc. 

To the fnoW'W>hite hand of the m o ft beauteous Lady Rcfalttie.1 
will look? againe ontheintellcaof the Letter, for thenomma- 
tion ofthe partie written to the perfon written vnto. 

Tour Ladi/hips it all deftredtmploy went, Berowne. _ 

per. Sir Holof ernes, this Berowne is one of the Votaries with 
the Kina, and here he hath framed a Letter to afequent or the 
Granger Queenes : which accidentally , or by the way of pro- 
freflfon.h^Th mifearried. Trip and goe my fweete, dchuerchis 
Paper intothe hand of the King, U may concern* much: ftay 
notchy complement,! forgiuechy duetie,aduc. 

' Maid. Good Coftard go with me : 

Sir God faue your life. 

('oft. Hauewith thee my girlc. Exit. 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in the feare of God vcryreligi- 
oufly : and as a ccrtaine Father (aitb, 

Ped.Sirttll me not of theFather.I doe feare colourable colors! 
But to return to the verfes,did they plcafeyoufir N athaniell 

Njit. Mameilouswellforthepen. _ „ 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a ccrtaine Pupill ax 
mine, where if (being repaft) itfhallpleafeyouio gradficthe 
table with a Grace , I will on my priuiledge 1 haue with the 
parents of the forefaid Childe or Pupill,vndcrtake yeaxtbienvo- 
nuto , where I will proue thole Vertesco be very vnlearned, 
neither fauouring ot Foetrie, Wit,nyr inuemion. 1 befeeeh 
your Sdcietic. 

2{jt. And thanks you to : for fodecie (faith the text)isths 
happincllc of Ute. 

. T. i ' P - Ja. 



: ! 
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Peda, And ccrtes the text moft infallibly concludes it SSrf 
doe name you too, youihallnotfayraenay: paucaverba 
Away, the gentlcs areat their game, and wc will to ourrecrea. 
anon « Ixunt. 



Enter Berownewith a Paper Mis hand, alone. 



Eero. The King he is hunting the Dear? 
l am courfing my felfc. 

plC / hi i * T °y M am wylingina pyteh, pitch that dc- 
files ; defile a fouie word: Well, fctthccdownefcrrow; forfo 
they fay the foolc laid, and fo fay I, and 1 the foolc : well proued 
win By the Lord this Loue is as mad as <Miax, it kil* flicepc, it 
kills nice,! a fnecp ;W ell proued sgainc a my fide. I will not lout; 
ifl doe hang mee.- yfanh.1 willnot.0 but her eye: by this light 
but for her eye I would not lore her ; yes, lor hi two ef c,’ 
Well,! doe nothing in the world but lye, and lye in my throat* 
By heauen I doe louc, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 

Ehin? 0 w : n b u re t 1S paK ° f my Rimc > and hccre my mat- 

-ichohe. Well, Ihe hath onca’my Sonnets already, the Clowne 

bore it, die look fern it, and the Lady hath it : fwcet Clowne, 
Ivycecer f oolc, tweeted Lady. By the world, I would not care l 
pin, it the other three were in. Here comes one with a paper 
God giue him grace to grone. 

He Hands a fide . The Kina entreh. 

Km. Ay mee! 

yJj* r : ' h J h 1 c L au t cn: P r , 0C «dc fwcet fop id, thou, hall thumps 

him with thy Birdboit vnderthe left pap : in faith fccrets. 

fweet a kiife the golden Sunne giucs not. 

To thofe frelh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their frelh rayfc hauc fmot. 

The night of dew that on my cheekesdowne Bowes, 

Nor (nines thefiluer Moone one halfe fo bright. 

Through the tranlparant bofome of thedeepe, 

Asdoth thy face through tcares of mine giue light ; 

Thou fhin’ftin cucry teare that! doe weepe. 

No drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee ; 

So radeft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Bo but behold thetearcs that fwell i-j me, 

And they thy glory through my griefs will fiio.w : r 

■ Bsit- 



Loues Labours loft. 

But doenot loue thy felfe.then thou wilt keepe 
My tcares forglafres, and Bill make me weepe. 

O Qucene of Quccnes,how farre dolf thou cxcell;- 
No thought can thinkc, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefes?Ile drop the paper. 

Sweet leaues lhade folly. Who is hecomes heer ? 

Enter Longanile. The King flops aftde. 

What Longauill, and reading : liften care. 

Ber. Now in thy iikenefle, one more foole appearc. 

Long. Ay sue, I am forfworne. 

• Ber. Why, becomes in like a periure, wearingpapers. 

Long. In loue I hope, fweet fcllowfhip in (hamc; 

Ber. One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I the firtl, that haue hectic periur’d lo ? 

Ber. I could put thee in comfort, not by e wo that I know 
Thou makc&the criumphery, the corner cap olfocictic, 

The ftiapc of Loues Tiburne,that hangs vp fimplicirie’ 

Lon. 1 feare thefe Bub born lines lack power to moue. > 

O fweet Maria , Emprcffe of my Loue, 

Thefenumbers will I teare, and write in profe. 

Pe*-' O Rimes are gardsoc wanton. Cupids hefc„ 

Di/figure not his Shop. r 

Lon. ThL fame (hall goe. 

He r cades the Sonner.' 
not the heauenly R hetorick. of thine eye, 

JLS GainB whom the world cannot hold arguments 
Perfwade my heart to thisfalfe periurie ? 

V owes font hee broke defenses not pumfbment . 

Jl woman I for [wore 3 bat -I will pro ue 
Thou being a Goddejfe, Iforfwore not thee. 

My vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 
j . d, race ct *£gain d, cures all dif grace in me. 

Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 

ExLtT/c™ SUn ’ Whch °* ^ earth do *fifl>*'t - 
Pflhahflthisvapor.vow^mtheeitis: 

J f broken then n i s n o fault of mine : 

JJby me broke what foole is not fo wife. 

To lofe an oath, powina FaradsftT 

£ ‘ 3 2*r*- 
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tone s Labour s left. 

Ber. This is the liuer ycine, which makes flefh % deiti& 
A Greene Goofe, a Coddefle, pure pure Idolacr ie. 

God amend vs, God amend, we arc much out o’th’way. 

Enter Bumaine. 

Lon. By whom (hall I fend this (company?) Stay . 
JBero. All hid, all hid, an old infant play, 

Likea demie God, here (it I in thd skie. 

And wretched fooles fecrets heedfully ore-eye. 

More Sackes to the myll O heauens 1 haue my with, 
‘Bumaine tranfform’d ,foure Woodcock* in a difti. 

Bum. O moll diuinc Kate. 

Bcro. Oraoftprophane coxcombe. 

Bum. -By heauen the wonder or atnortall eye. 

Bero. By earth flicis not, corporal), there you lye. 
Bum. Her Amber haires forioule hath ambei coted, 
Ber. An Amber coloured Rauen was well noted. 
Bum. As vprighcasthe Cedar, 

Ber . Stoope l lay her (boulder is with-child. 

Bum. Asfaircasday. 

Ber. 1 as fome dayes,but then no Sunnc muft thine . 
Bum. Othat 1 had my wilh'f 
Lott. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord . 

Ber. Amen, fo T had mine : Is not that a good word i 
Bum . I would forget her, but a Feucr (he 
Raignes in my b loud, ana will remembred be. 

Ber. A Feuer in your bloud, why then ineifion 
Wouldlet heroutinSawcers.fweetmifprifion. 

Bum. Once more lie re»d the Ode that I haue writ. 
Ber. Once more lie marke how Loue canvary Wit. 

‘ Bumainereadeshis Sonnet. 

in a day % alack.the day ■ 

' Loue gwhofe Month is etiery L/ldaj , 
Spied a bio jjo m e puff ng fatre, 

P laying tn the wanton ayre : 

T hrough the Vein t, leaues the winde. 

All vnf eetie ) can pa jf, age fmde. 



That 
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Loues Labour s to. 

That the Loner fteke to death, 

TViJh htmfelfe the heauens breath. 

<tApre( quoth he ) thy cheekes may blowe , 
zAyre, would I might triumph fo. 

But alacke my hand isjworne, 

Nere to plucke thee from thy throne 
Vow alacke for youth vnmeete, 

Touth fo apt to plucke a fweete . 

’Doe not call itfinne in me , 

That I amforfworne for thee. 

Thou for whom loue would five are, 
luno but an -Aothiope were , 
t/fnd denie htmfelfe for loue. 

Turning m rta'ifor thy Loue, 

This will I fend, and fome thing elfc more plaine. 
That fliall exprefife my rruedoues fading pame. 

0 would the KingfBerowne and Lon go. mil. 

Were Loners two, id to example ill. 

Would from my forehead wi c a periur’d note : 

For none offend, where all alike doe do' e. 

Lon. Bumaine, thy Lone is* rrcrromcharitic. 
That in Loues griefe defir’li ibciccie: 

You maylookepak. but I lhuuia blolh I know. 

To beorc-heard,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir, youbluih: as his your cafs is fuch? 
You chide at him, off. ndmg twice as much. 

You doe not Loue : JMaria ? Longauile , 

Did neucr Sonnet for her fake compile ; 

Norncuerlay his wreathed armes atwharc 
Hjs louing bofome,to keepe downe his heart. 

1 haue bcenc dofely (hrowded in this bu(h. 

And markt you both , and for you both did blufln 
3 heard your guilty Rimes, obferu’d you fafhion 
Saw fighes reekefrom you, noted well your paflion. 
Aye me, fay cs one / O loue ! the other cries ! 

On her haires were gold, Chrillalltheothers eyes. 
You would for Paradife breake Faith and troth. 

And hue for your Loue, would infringe an oath. 
What Willi? erovene fay when that hclhaUjheare 
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lows mdwt s top* 

Faith infringed : which fuch zeals did iweare. 

How will he fcomc? how will he {pend his wit f 
How will he triumph, leape, andlaugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that cuer I didlcc, 

I would not hauc him know (o much by me. 

Bere. Now ftep I forth to whip Hvpocrific. 

Ah good my Liedge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace haft thou thus to reproue 
Thefe worraes for lowing, that art mod in louei 
Your eyes doe make mo couches in your teases. 

There is, no certaine PrincelTe that appearcs. 

You’ll not be periur’d, ’cis a hatefull thing : 

Tnrti, none butMinftrels like of Sonneting. 

But are you not alham’d ? nay, arc younot 
All three of you , to be thus much prc’fhot ! 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth didfees 
But I a beame doe findc in each of three. 

O whacaSceneof fool’ryhaue Ifeenc. 

Of fighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teene : 

0 me, with what drift patience hauc 1 far, 

To fee a Kingtranformed to a Gnat i 

To feegreat Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound Salomon tuning alygge ? 

And Tfjjlor play atpu(li-pin with the Boyes, 

A nd Criticke Timon laugh at idle toylcs. 

Where liesthy griefe ? O tell me good e Dumaine,\ 

And gentle LongauiU, where lies thy paine 
And where my Liedges / all about the breft; 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Tcobitter is thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thyoucr-view ? 

Ber Not you by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 that am honeft,I that-hold it finne 
To breake the vow I am ingagedin. 

I am betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men ofinconftancic. 

When fhall you fee mewritc a thing in rime l 
Or gronefor loane ? or fpend a minutes time. 

In pruning mce, when (hall you hear c that ! willpraifc a baud,* 
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foot ',4 ejc;agate,afta», »b» W ; abtaft, «*««,* 

,< ESwbUb ! r».«a,fofa«? , 

A true man, or a thcefc, that gallops fo. 

Ber J poll from Loue, good Louer let me go. 

Snter lajuenetta and C hwne, 

Taaue. Godbleffethc King. 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there? 

riew , Some certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clc. Nay it makes nothing hr. 

Kin. If it marre nothing nclther ‘ he 

Kin. Where hadft thou it? 

Taaue. Of Cofiard. 

Kin t. Where hadft thou it? 

Cot Of Dun Adramadio , ^untAdrtmadto. 

Kir.. Hownow, whatisinveu? why it. 

Ber A tov rov Liedge, a toy : your grace needes not reare it. 
Lorg.lt didmoue him to pa(lion,and chcr ef °5 c ^ m s heare i * 
Dum. Itis Berownes writing, and hecrc is hi* nam . 

B «•. Ah you whorefon logger head you were borne to doc me 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : Iconfelle, 1 confefle. 

sir'. Thatyou three foolcs, lackt mee foole, to make vp the 

He, he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in loue, and we deferueto die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and I fhall tell you more. 

D um. Now the number is euen. ' _ , , 

Berow. Trueirue, weaiefoure twill thefe Turtles be go 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walk afide the true folke,andlct the ttaytorsttay. 

Ber. Sweet Lords, fweet Louers, O let v* imbrace, 

p, — A* 



wucsuwours 

As true we are as flefh and bloud can be. 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will* (hew his face 
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree, 

W e cannot erode the caufc why we arc borne : 
Therefore of all hands mull wrtxc forfvvcrne. 




what, did thtft tent Unes Ihcw fonis loueof.hinef 

TW I ? V°» ? Who fees the heauenly 

That (like a rude and fauagemanof fade.) . 

A t the firR opening of the Gorgeous Eaft 
Bowes not his valTall head, and itrooken blinds. 

Kulcs the bafe ground withobedient breaft ? 
Whatperemptorie Eagle-fighted eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow 

That is not blinded by her Maieftie? ’ r 

Kin. Whatzeale, what furic, hath infpir’dthec now ? 

My Loue (her MtRreffe) isa gracious Mcone, 

Shee (an attending Starrc) fcarce fccnc a light 
Ber . My eyesarc then no eyes, nor 1 Ber, me. 

U but for my Loue day would turne to night. 

Of all complexions the cul'd foueraignecy 
Doe meet as at a Fairein her faire cheeke/ 

Bi lercfcucrall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants,that want.it felfe doth fecke* 

^end metric florifhof all gentle tongues 
Fie painted Rhctorickc, O (he needs it nor, 

1 o things of Sale a fellers praife belongs : 

She padcs praife, then praife too fliort doth blor. . i 

A withered Hermits , Guefcore winters worn? . i 

Might fhakc of fifty , looking in her eye • 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if newborn^ 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie. - 

O’nj t he Stinne, that maketh all thingsfhine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loue is biacke as Ebonk. 

Berov? . IsEbomelikehcr ?0 worddiuine? 

A wife of luch wood were felicitie. 

© who can giue an oath ? Where is a Booke ? 

That I may fweare beauty doth beauty lackc, 
u r that £he learnc not of her eye to looke : 

Ho face is faire that is not fullfo biacke* 
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horns Labours lop. 

Kin . OParadoxe.Blaeke is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 

And beauties crcft becomes the heauens well. 

Ber. Deuils (ooneft tempt refemb ling fpirits of light., 

O ifin biacke my Ladlcsbrowesbc dcckr. 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauilh dot ers with a falfe afpcdl : 

And therefore is (he borne to make black /faire, 

Her fauourturnes the fafliion of the dayes, 

Fornatiue bloud is counted painting now. 

And therefore red, that would auoyd difpraife. 

Paints it felfe blackc, to imitate her brow. 

Dam. To looke like her are Chimny. fweepers biacke. 

Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 

King. And isEtkiops of their fweet complexion cracke. 
Dam. Darknceds no Candles now, for darkis light. 

Ber. YourMiftreffes dare neuer come in rainc. 

For feare her colours fhould be waflit away. 

Kin, ’T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plaine, 
lie finde a fairer face not wa(bt to day. 

Ber. He proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 

Kin. No Diucll will fright thee then fo much as fhee, 
'Duma. I neuer knew man hold vile Ruffe fo deere. 

Lon. Looke heer’s thy Loue,my foot and her face fee. 

Ber. O if the ffreetes were paued with thine eyes , 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

Duma. O vile, then as (he goes what vp ward lies ? 

The ftreet (hould fee as (he walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this ate we not all in loue? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworne. 

Kin. Then leaue this chac, and good Berovme now proue 
Our louing, lawful!, and our faith not tome-. 

Dam. I marry there, fotne flattery for this euill. 

Long. O fomc authority how to proceed. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diucll. 

Dum. Somefalueforperiurie, 

Ber. O ’eis more then neede. 

Haue at you then affe&ions men atarmes, 

*-onfidcr what you firft did fweare vtuo .• 

F a To 
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Louies Labour's loft. 

To faft, to ftudy , and to fee no woman : 

Flat treafon againft the Kingly ftate of youth. 

Say, can you faft < your ftomacks are too young. 

A nd abftincnce ingenders maladies. 

And w here that you haiie vowd to ftudie ('Lords) 

I n that each of you haue forfworne his Booke. 

Can you ftill dreame and pore, and thereon looke. 
For when would you my Lord, ov you, or you, 
Haue found the ground of ftudics excellence. 
Without the beautie of a womans face , 

From womens eyes this doflrinc 1 deriue. 

They are the Ground, the Bookes, the Academs, 
From whence doe fpring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, vniuerfall plodding poyfons vp. 

The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during aftion tyres 
The finnowy vigour ofthetraueller. 

Now for not looking cna womans face. 

You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes, 

And ftudie too, thecaufcrofyourvow. 

For where is any Author in the world, 

Teaches fuch beautie as a womans eye .* 
Learningisbutanadiunif to ouifelle. 

And where we arc, our Learninglikewife is. 

Then when our felues we fee in Ladies eye. 

With our felues. . 

Doe we not likewife fee our Learning there ? 

O we haueroade a Vow to ftudie. Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forfworne our Bookes : 
For when would you( my Liege) or you, or you? 
In leaden contemplation haue found out. 

Such fiery numbers, asthe prompting eyes 
Of beauties tutors haue inricht you with t 
Other flow Artsintirely keepe thebrainc : 

And therforefindingbarren praaizers, 

Scarce fhew a harueft of their heauie toyle. 

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liuesnot alone emuredin the braine • 

But with the motion of all Elements, 
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_ r.e 4 s fwlft as thought in euery power. 

power a double po W , 

Abol'htir 

Tc addes a precious feeing to the ey. 

A Louers eyes found. “ . 

Ming ‘‘XhorScofkli Snailcs, 

ssr "S, *** 

For Valour , is not Loue ^Hercules ? 

Still climing tteesin the 

Subtill as Sphinx :as fweet and muf call 

As bright Itpollo's Lute, ftrung wuh hu haire 

And when Loue fpeakes, t^ e voyce ofali the Gods, 

Make heauen drowfie with the harmonic. 

Ncuerdurft Poet touch a pen to write. 

Vntill his Inkc were tempted with Loues fighes . 

O then his lines would rauifti fauage cares , 

And plant in Ty rants mildehumilitie. 

From weomens eyes this do&rmc : I denuc. 

They fparkle ftill the right Promethean fire. 

They are the Bookes, the Arts, the Academes, 

That (hew, containe, and nouniliallthe world. 

EHe none at all in ought proucs excellent. 

Then foolesyou were, thefe women to foruveare . 

Or keeping what is fworne, you will proue tooles, 

For wifdomes fake a word, that all men loue : 

Or for loues fake, a word that loues all men. 

Or for Mens fake, the author of thefe Women t 
Or Womens fake, by whom we men, are Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to find our (clues. 

Or elfe we loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes : 

It is religion tobe thus forfworne. 

For Charitie it fclte fulfills the Law : 

And who can feucr Loue from Charitie. 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduanceyour ftandjrds, and vpon them Lords, 
Fell,mcll, downc wit^ them; but be firft aduis’d, 

' F 3 
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l o conflia that you get the Sunnc of them. 

Long. Now to plame dealing, Lay theieglozesby. 
Shall wcrefoluetowoethcfcgirlesofFrance ? 

Kin. And winne tliein too, therefore let vsdeuife 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Bcr. Firftfrom the Park, let vs conduit them thither 
Then homeward euery man attach the hand 
Of his fairc Miftrefie, in the afternoone 
We will with feme ftrangepaftimefolacethem: 

Such as the (hortnefic of the time canlhapc, 

ForReuels, Dances, Maskes, and merrie houres, 
h'ore>runne faire Loue, ftrewing her way with flowers. 

t Kin. Away, away, no time fhall be omitted, 

That will be time, and may by vs be fitted. 

Ber. Alone,aloneibwed Cockcll, reap’d no Corne, 
Andlufticealwaycs whirlesin equallmeafure : 

Light Wenches may proue plagues to men forfworne; 

If fo our Copper buye s no better rreafure. Exeunt . 



\Aclus Jguartus. 



Enter the Pedant) for ate and ‘Dull. 

Pedant. Satis quid fhfficit. 

Curat. I praife God for you, your reafons at dinner hauc 
bcene lharpe and fententipus .• plealant without fcurrillitic, wit- 
ty without affedion, audacious without impudencie , learned 
without opinion, and ftrange without herefie : I did conuerfe 
this quondam day with acompanion of the Kings, who is inti- 
tuled, nominated, or called, 'Don Adriano % de Armatho. 

‘Ped.Nouihominumtanqudte,His\mmoiir is lofty, hisdifeourfe 
perempcoric , his tongue filed, his eye ambitious, his gate raa- 
icflicall, and his gencrall bchauiour vaine, ridiculous, and thra- 
fonicall. He is too picked, too fpruce, too affefted, too odde,as 
it were too peregrinate^ i may call it. 

for at. A moil lingular and choy ce Epithat, 

* Draw out his Table boo^e, 

Teda. He draweth out the thred of his vcrbofitic, finer then 

the 



william Shakespeare Love’s Labour’s Lost (stc 22295) 




tones 'Labours loft . 



the ftaplc of his argument. i abhor fuch phanaticall phamafims, 
fucb infociable and poynt deuife companions, fuch rackets of 
ortographie.asto fpeake dout fine, when he Ihould fay doubt; 
det, when he Ihould pronounce debt ; d e b t not det : he clep- 
eth a CalfjCaufc : halfe.haufemeighbour vocatur nebour; neigh 
abreuiated ne: thisisabhominable, which he would callabho- 
minable : it infinuateth me of infamie ; neintelligis C D amine y to 
makefranticke,lunaticke ? 

fora. Laus deo,beneintelligo. 

Peda.Bomc boon for boon prefeian , a little fcratcht/cwil feruc. 
Enter Bragart, Boj, 

Curat. Videsne quit venit ? 

Peda . Video, & gaudeo. ‘ 

Brag., Chirra. 

Peda. Quart Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Men of peace well incount red. 

Ted. Moll militaric fir 1’alutation. 

Boy. They haue beeneata great feaft of Languages, and! 
flolne feraps. 

foow. O they haue liu’d long on the Almes»basket ofwords.I 
marucll thy M. hath not eaten thee for a word, for thou art not 
fo long by the head as honorificabilitudinitadbus ; Thou arc 
eafier fwallowed then a flapdragon. 

Page. Peace, thepeale begins. 

Brag. Mounfier, areyounotlettred .? 

P ag . Yes; yes, he teaches boyes the Horne-booke 1 ^ 

What is Ab fpeld backward with the home on his head ? 

Peda. Ba, pueritia with a home added. 

Tag. Ba moil feelyShcepe, with a home : you hearc his lear- 
ning. 

P eda. Quit, qtiis } thou Confonanc ? 
lift if a ^ € ‘ ^ ^ Ue ^ owc ^ s i^ You repeate them, or the 



Page. The (heepe, the other two concludes it ou. 
sag. Now by the fait waueof the mediterancutn,afweec 

S; a 2 UKkc V i! aewcof wit > fDi P fna P> quick and home, k 

reioycethmy totelleft, true wit. ' 

Page\ 












Vows Labours loft. 

Pave. Offered by a childetp anolde man : which is witi 
old. 

Peda. What is the figure ? What is the figure ? 

Pave. Hornes. 

°Peda. Thou difputeslike an Infant : goc whip thy Gigge. 
Pag. Lend me your Herne to make one, and I will whip a- 
bout your Infamie'twm* cita a gigge of a Cuckolds home. 

flow. And 1 had but one pennie in the world, thoufhould’ft 
haueit to buy Gingerbread: Hold, there is the very Remunera- 
tion I had of thy Matter, thou halfe pennie purfc of wit, thou 
Pidgeon-cgge of difcretion.OAnd the heauenswerefopleafed, 
that thou were but my baftardj what a ioytull father wooldft 
thou make mec? Goc to, thou haft it ad dungil^t the fingers 
ends as they, fay. , 

Peda. Oh I fmellfalfc Latine, dur.ghel. for yngnem . 

Brag, eslrtf-man praambulatfXvc will bcfingledfrora the 
barbarous. Doyou not educate youth at the Chargc-houfc on 
the top of the Mounraine ? 

* Peda . Or Mom the hill. 

Brav. At your fwcctc pleafure, for the Mountain*. 

P eda. I doe fans quefiiott. . 

Bra. Sir.it is the Kings fwcct pleafure and affeaion,tocon- 
gratulatc the Princefie at her Pauillion, in the poftmors of this 

day, which the rude multitude call the after-noonc. 

Ted. IheTofterioroi the day, moft generous fir, is liable, 
congruent, and meafurcable for the afternoon: the word is 
well culd.chofe fweet,andapt I doc affure fir, I doe allure. 

Braa. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my familiar, 
I doe allure you very good friend: for what is inward between* 
vs, let it palle. 1 doe bcfeech thee remeber thy curtefie. I befeech 
thee apparrell thy head :and among other importunate & molt 
ferious defigns,6c of great import indeed too-.but let that palle, 
for 1 m uft tell thee it will pleafe his Grace(by the world )fomc. 
time to lcane vpon my poore flioulder.and with his royall toga 
thusdallie with my excrement, with my muftachio: but fweete 
hcartlet that palle. By the world I recount no fable, fome certain* 
fpcciall honoursit pleafeth his greatneffe to impart to e^rw** 
ds a Souldicr, a man of traucli, that hath feenc the world : bu 
let that palle; the very all of all is ; but fwcet heart 1 doc implore 
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, the King would haue nice prefent the Pnnceffe 

fccrecie, that the King dcl j a htfull ottentation, or fiiow or 

(fweet cbuc a k n ^e 0 r fire-work!.: Now vndetftanding that 
pageantjOranticKC, or m areSOO datfucheruptions,and 

fbf C»»« “Xcc ) 1 to acquainted 

fodaiae breaking ou affiftancc. 

you withall,tothe n before her the nine Worthies. 

Peda. Sit, you IhjU P j entert aimnenc of titne,fomc 

Sir, ,0 berendred by out alfiiUnts 

fliow in the poftenorott y an d learned 

isstessr ssssss ^ ^ fehtM ,opirfeBt 

them ? , . . M r an( j tfiig Gallant gentle- 

Peda. onai .rtnii h» ttra: a lin£aSnakc;and I 

minoritie : his enter and exit lhall o- raa 0 & 

mavefv. Wed done Hercules, now thou crutticft the Smke, 
that is the way to make an offence gracious, thougi 

th Xr^e; £ fto [t heWonhi= i? 

Teda. I will play three my lclfe. 

Pag. Thriceworthie Gentleman. 

Brig. Shall I tell you a thing. 

Brag. We'wiUhaue.if thisfadge not.an Antique, 1 bcfeech 

^° U< P°ed°'via good-man D #//,thou haft fpoken no word all this 

while. , 

Dull. Nor vndcrftood none neither ur. 

Ped. Alone, we will imploy thee. 

Dull, lie make one in a dance, or fo:or 1 will play on the 1 a- 

bortothe Worthies, and let them dance the hey. y 

- q - • Fett* 
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Fed, Moft Z)#//, honeft Dull, to our (port awa y. Exit . 

Enter Ladies,. 

Qu, Sweethearts we fiiall be rich ere we depart, 

If fairings come thus plentifully in* 

■A Lady wal’d about with Diamonds Looke you, what I haue 
from the Louing King. 

Rofa. Madam, came nothing elfc along with that ? 

QEs Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Rime., 

A s would becram’dvp in a (heet of paper 
Writ on both fidcs the leate, mar gent and all. 

That hewasfaine to feale on Cupids name . 

^ Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head Wax ; 

For he hath beene fiue thoufand yeeres a Boy. 

Kath. I, and aflirewd vnhappie gallowes too. 

R of. You’ll neere be friends with him, akild your After* 
Kath. He made her melancholy, fad , and heauy, and fo 
flic died: had fiie beene Light like you, offuch a mcrric nimble 
ftirring fpiric, file might a bin a Grandam crc file died. Andfo 
may you : For alight heart liucs long. 

Rof. What’s your darke meaning raoufe, of this light word i 
Kat. A light condition in a beanie darke. 

Rofe. We need more light to finde your meaning out. 

Kat, You’ll marre the light by caking it infnuffc; 

Therefore lie darkely end the argument. 

Ref, Look what you doe, you doe it ftill i’th darke. 

Kat. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 

Rof. Indeed I waigh not you, and.therefcrc light. 

Ka, You waigh me not, bthac’s,you care not for me 
Rof. Great reafon: for paftcare, is ftill paft cure. 
flu. Well bandied boch, afet of Wit well played a 
But Rof, 'aline , you haue a fauour too.! 

Who lent it l and vvhat is it..? 

Rof. I would you knew 
And if ray face were but as fiire asyours, 

My Fauour were asgreat,bc witneffe this. 

Nay, 1 haue verfes too, I thankc Berowne, 

The numbers true, and were the nutnbring to©} 
iTwcrc thefajreft GoddclTc on the ground. 
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T am compart to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawnc my picture in his letter. 

§fr M^chinthe letters, nothing inthepraife. 

Beauteous , as Incke :A good concluhon. 

Kat" Faire as a text B.in a Coppie booke. 
x,t ware P enMs.Ho « < U>n,e not dieyour dAtor, 
Um red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

° IbctbrcwaU Shrowet: 

But Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faire Dumainct 

Kat. Madame, thisGloue. _ 
c)u. Did he not fend you twame? 

Xfi Yes Madame and moreouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfullLouer. 

A hugetranflation of Hypocriue, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicnic. 

Mar. This,and thefe Pearls, to mefent Lengamie. 
The Letter is too long by halfc a mile 

Qu. Ithinkeno lcflc: doft thou wifh in heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter fliort. 

Mar. I , or I would thefe hands might neuer part. 
G)uee. We are wife gixles to raocke our Louers fo. 

Rof. They are worfe foolcs to purchafe mocking fo. 
That fame Berowne ile torture ere I goe. 

O that I knew he were but in by th’weeke , 

How 1 would make him fawne, andbegge, andlceKC, 
And waite the feafon, and obferue the times. 

And fpend his prodigallwitsin booties rimes. 

And fhape his feruice wholly to my dcuice. 

And make him proud , to make me proud that lefts. 

So pertaunt like would I o’refway his ftate, 

That he Ihould be my foole, and I his fate, 

£ht. None are fo furcly caught, when they are catcht, 
As wit turn’d foole, follic in Wifdomc hatch’d .* 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpc of Schoolc, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

-n r ri r\t TJUfrh (ll 
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Loues Labours lofl. 

As Grauitics reuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follic in Fooles bcarcs not fo firon» 
Asfool’ryin the wife, when Wit doth dote : & 
Since all the powerthereofit doth apply, 

To proue by Wit, worth imfitnplicitie. ' 



a note, 









Qt- Heere conics B oyet, and mirth in his face 
Boy. O I am ftab’d with laughter, Whet's her grace « 
Oft’ Thy newes Boyet 2 ° 

Boy Ptepate Madame, prepare. 

Arme Wenches, arme. incounters mounted are 
Agamft your peace, Louedoth approach, difauis’d * 
Armed in argu meats, you’ll be lur priz’d. 

Muftcr your Wits, (land in your owne defence. 

Or hide your heads like Cowards, and flie hence. 

T C & , Salnt D enms to S - Cupid, i what are they 
1 ' „ th " r breath a ga»nft vs ? Say fcout fay. 

Boy. Wider the coole fliade of a Siccamore 
J thoug In to clofe mine eyes feme h&Ifc an hourc s : 
When Jo to interrupt my purpos'd reft, 

Toward that lhade I might behold addreft 
i he King and his companions : warely 
I ftole into a neighbour thicket by. 

And oiur-heard, what you (hall ouer-heare ? 

That by and by dilguis’d they will be heere. 

Their Heraidisaprettic knauilh Page : 

That well by heart hath con’d his Erabaffage^ 

Aftion and accent did they teach him there. 
i hus mutt thou fpeake, and thus thy body bear& 

And cue r and anon they made a doubt, 

Prcfencc M^iefticall would put him out: 

For quoth the King, an Angellfbalt thou fee: 

/et *eare not thou, but fpeake audacioufly. 

The Boy reply ;d, an Angel! is nor euill : 

I ftouldhaue fear’d her, had fhec beeneadeuil!. 

With chat all laugh’d, and clap’d him on the flioulder. 
taking the bold wagg by their prayfes bolder. 

One rub d his elboethusj and fleer’d, andfvyoxe^ 
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Loues Labours loft. 

A betterfpeech was neuer fpokc before. 

Another with hisfinger and his thumb , 

Cry ’d via, we will doo’c, come what will come. 

The third he caper’d and cried all goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he re.l • 

With that they all did tumble on the ground. 

With fuch a zealous laughter fo profound. 

That in this fpteene ridiculous appeares. 

To checke their folly paflions (olemne teares,^ 

Quee. But what, but what, come they to viutvs > 

Boy. They do, they do ; and are apparel’d thus. 

Like iJMufcouitcs, or Ruffians, a? 1 gelle. 

Their purpofe is to parlee , to court , and dance, 
'Andeucry one his Louc-fcat will aduance, 

Vnto hisfcucrall Miftres : which they’ll know 

By fauorsfeuerall, which they did beftow. 

Qttyert. And will they fo ? the Gallants (hall be taskc i 
ForLadies; we willeueryonebemaskt, 

Andnot a man of them (hall haue the grace 
Defpight of fute, to fee a Ladies face. 

Hold Rofaline, thisFauour thou (halt wcare, 

And then the King will court thee for his Deare : 

Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and giue me thine J. 

So (hall Berowne take me for Rofaline. 

And change yourFauourstoo, fo (hall your Loues 
Woo contrary, deceiu’d by theferemoues. 

Rofa. Come on then, weare the fauours mod in fight. 
Kath. But inthis changing. What is your intent ? 
Qtteenc. The effeft of my intent is to croftc theirs; 
They doe it but in mocking merriment. 

And mockefor mocke isonely my intent. 

Their feucrall counfelsthey vnbofome (hall. 

To Louesmiftooke, and fo be rnockt withall. . 

Vpon the nest occafion that we meetc. 

With Vifagesdifplayd , to talke and gteete, 

Rofa. But (hall we dance, if they defirc vstoo’t? 
Queen. No, to the death wc will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d fpeech render we no grace; 

But while ’tis fpokc, each turnc away his face. 
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Lmes Labours Tofts ~ ^ 

Boy. Why that contempt wiil kill the keepers heart. 

And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

ftftuee. Therefore I doeit, and 1 make no doubt, 

Tnc reft will ere come in, if be be our. 

Theres no fuch iport, asfport by fpovt orethrowne : 

To maketheirs ours, and ours none but our owne. 

So lhall weftay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mockt, depart away with ftiame. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds, be raaskc,thc maskers come. 

Enter Blach^moores with mufickc the Boy with a ftfeech.attd the 
reft of the Lords difgutfted . 

'Page, All haile'the richeft Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then richT ffaca. 

Pag. i/i holy par-cell oft thefaireft dam.es that euer turn'd their 
h aches to mortaliviewes . 

TheLadies turne their backcs to him* 

Ber. Their eye svillaine, their eyes. 

Pag. T hat euer turn’d their eyes to mortaliviewes. Out 
Boy . True, out indeed, 

Pag. Out oftysurftauours heauenly ftf irits vouchftafe 
2^oi to bcholde . 

Ber. Once to behold, rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne-i earned eyes , 

With your S untie’ beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anlwer to thatEpithite, 

You were beft call it daughter beamed eyes, 

Pag. They doe notmarkemc, and that brings me out,; 

B ero. Is this your perfeftneffe ? be gon you rogue. 

Rofta. What would thefe ftrangers ? 

Know their mindci Boyet . 

If they doe fpeake our language, ’tis our will 
That fome plaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes? 

Ber , Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation, 

Roft, What would they, fay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but pcace,and gentle vificacion. 

Rofta. Wh y that they haue, and bid them io be gon. 

. “ Bey. 
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Lorn Labours loft] 

Boy . Sheefayesyou haue it, and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue meafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Mealure with you on the gralle. 

Bey. They fay that they haue mcafur’d many a mile. 

To tread a Meafurc with you on this grade. 

Rofta. f t is not fo. Askc them how many inches 
Is in one railed If they haue meafur’d many. 

The raeafure then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. If to come hither you haue meafur’d miles* 

And many miles: the Princelfe bids you tell. 

How many bchcsdethfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tell her we mcafurechcm by weary Reps. 

Boy. She heares her felfe. 

Rofta. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gone j 
Are numbred in the trauell of one mile? 

Bero. We number nothing that we fpend for y ou, 
Ourdutieisfo rich,fo infinite. 

That wc may doe it ftill without accompt, 

Vouchfafe to fliew the Sunfhme of your face. 

That we(likefauages) may worlhip it. 

Rofta. My face is but a Moone andclouded too. 

Kin. Blefled arc clouds, to doe as fuch clouds do.' 

Vouchfafe bright moone, and thefe thy ftars to (hine, 
fThole clouds remoued) vpon our watcrie eyne, 

Tu°^ a ' ^ va * ne pcticioner , beg a greater matter. 

Thou now requeftsbut Moonelhinc in the water. 

J^} en * n OUr meafure, vouchfafe but one change^ 
i hou bid’ll me begge, this begging is not ftrange. . 

Bo fa. Play mufickc then, nay you muft doe it foonc. 

Not yet no dance: thus change I like chc Moone. 

Km, vVili you not dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 

tooke the Moone at full, but now Ihe’s changed? 
Km. Yet ftill (he is the Moone,and I the Man. 

Bo fa. The mufickc playes, vouchfafe fome motion to it v 
Gar earesvouchfafeit. 

Km But your legges (hould doe it. 

Wceui Sln u e ^° U arC ^ ran g £rs ,and come heere by chance, 

— - H n ? c !> e n ‘ce, cake hands, we willnot dance. 
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* Loues Labour s lott. 

Kin, Why take you hands then? 

kL More meafure of this meafure be not mce. 

Rofa. We can afford no more at luch a price. 

j;«'».Prife your felues: What buyes your compame . 

Rofa, Your abfencc oneiy. 

ICw.That can neuerbc. , 

Rofa. Then cannot wc be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you. 

Ifyoudcnieh d. nee, letsboldmoee chat. 

Rofa. In priuate then. 

s f whkeA^ed 1 mSom fweet word with thee. 

%. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : there xs three 
y then two treyes, and if you grow fo mce 

Mcthegline, W ort, andMalmetey; well runne dice. 

There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

gjt. Seuenth fweet adue,fmce youcancogg, 

lie play no more with you. 

Ber, One word in fearer. 

Oh. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Oh. Gall bitter. 

Wuf»v“Srf.vvnh®«<^S»»^ 

Mar. Name it. 

< T>um. Faire Ladie. 
c Mar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord. 

Take yeu that for your faire Lady. 

Dtt. Pleafeityou, 

Long. A Galfc faire Ladie? 0 U 



touts Labours 

(fMar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

ig-JSTCwW* _ - 




£w Wench esyouhaue Ample ww?* 

& Exeunt, 

Oh. Twentie adieus my frozen Mufcouiter. 

Rof a . Wel-liking wits they haue s groff«,groffe, fat, fat. 

$£: 




Oh. Opouertie in wit, Kingly poorenout, 
WUTthey not ( thinke you) hangthcmfeluestomg j 
Or euer but in vizardes fliew their faces : 

This pert Berowne was out of countenance quite. 

Rofa, They were all in lamentable cales. 

The King was weeping ripefor a good word. 

Ou. Berorone did fweare himfelfe out of all fute. 
MarSDumaine was at my feruice, and his fword .• 
No poynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord LengatM aid 1 came orehisheart .• 

And trow you what he call’d me ? 
gfu. Qualme perhaps. 

if .x Vpc iti rrnnirl faitll. 



Kat. Yes in good faith. 

GoficknelTeasthou avt. 

j&jz Well better witshaucwornc plainc ftaturecaps, 
But will you hearej the Ring is my louc fwornc. 

~ ~ " **■ H 
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juoues luavour s Lott. 

gu. And quicke Berorene hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And Longautil was for ray fcruice borne. 

Mar. 'Dumawe is mine as lure as barkeon tree 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty Miflrcffes gmeearc 
Immediately they will againe be heere 
In their ownc fliapes .• for it can neuer be 
They will digeft this harfli indignitie. * 
ftlyt. Will they returne f 
Boy. They will, they wiil,God knowes, 

Andlcapc ior toy, though they are lame with blowes- 
Therefo- e change Fauours, and when they repaire ' 
Blow like fweet Rofesin thisfummer airc 

**°. w b } ow J how blow? Speaker© be vndetfiood. 
Boy. Fane Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their bud; 

JjilittQskt) their damaskc Iweetconiinixturcihovvfie 

Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blownc. 

Q«. Auant pcrplexuie s What (hall we do 
If they returne in their owne fhapes to wo .? * 

Refa. Good Madam, if by me you’l be adu i'sd 
Let's mocke them (till as wellknowneasdiiguh’d • 

Let vscomplaincto them what fooles were heere * 
Difguis’d like M ufcouites in fhapelcfTe geare : *. 

And wonder what they wear*, and to what end 
Their ftiailow fhowes, and prologue vildcly pen’d : 

And their rough carnage 16 ridiculous. 

Should be prefented at our Tent to vs! 

Boyet. Ladies, with draw: the gallants arcathand. 
guee. Whip to our Tents, as Roes runnesore Land. 



Sxetmt. 

Enter the King and the reft. 

King. Fairefir, God faue you. Wher’s the PrincefTe ? 

Boy. Gone to her tent. 

Pleafe it your Maieflie command me any fcruice to her, 5 
King. I hat (he vouchfafe me audicnceforoneword. 

Boy. I will and fo will (he, I know my Lord. Exit. 

Ber. Thisfellowpickcs vp wit, as Pigeons peafe. 

And vtters it ag line, when loue dothpleafe. 

He is Wits Pettier, andretailes his Wares, 

A# 
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tones Labours loft. 

At Wakes, and Wallcls, Meetings, Market*, Fairest 
And we that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 
Haue notthe grace to grace it with uchlhow. 

This Gallant pins tbe Wcnchesonhis ileeue. 

Had he bin Adam , he had tempted Ette. 

He cancarue too .andlifpe : Why this is he. 

That kill away his hand in courtclic. 

This is the Ape of forme, Mouafier the nice. 

That when heplayes at Tables, chidesthcDice 
In honourable tcarraes, nay he can fing 
A meanc moft meanly, and in V fliering 
Mend him who can ; the Ladies call him fweet. 

The ftaires as he treads on them kifle hisfccte. 

This is the flower that ftniles on euery one. 

To (hew his teeth as whiteas Whalcsbonc. 

And confciences that will not die indebt. 

Pay him the duty of honie^tongued Boyet. 

King. A bliftcr on his fweet tongue with my hart. 
That out »v4rmathoes Pace outof his part. 



Enter the Ladies. 



Ber. See where it comes. Behauiourwhat wet’tthoU.’ 
Till this madman (hew’d thee ? And what art thou now ? 
King. Ail haile fweet Madame, andfairetimeofday. 
ftly. Fairc in all Hade isfoule, as 1 conceiue. 

King. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Qu. Then with me better, 1 willgiueleaue. 

King. We came to vific you and purpo fe now 
Tolcadeyoutoour Court, vouchfafe it then. 

£h*. This field (hall hold me, and to hold your vow. 

Nor God, nor I . delights in periur’d men. 

King, Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke; 

The vertue of your eye muft breakc my oath. 

Qn. You nickname vertue : vice you Should hauefpoke : 
For vertues office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the vtifallied Lilly, I proteft, 

A world of torments though I fliould endure, 
Iwouldnotyceld to be your houfesgueft : 

"" • ' ' Ha " r 1 . 



So 











I i ,Ui|l|' : i r ! 

i il l : 

■ 

l;i ■ 






Loues Labour slofil 

"So much 1 hate a breaking caufe to be 
Of heauenly oath, vow’d with integritie. 

Kin. O you haue liu’d in defolation heere, 

Vnfcene, vnuifited,much to our fliaroe. 

£ht. Not fo my Lord, it isnotfo I Iweare, 

We haue had paftimes heere and pleafant game, 

A mdleofRufTion, left vs but of late. 

Kin . How Madam ? Ruffians? 

£lu. 1 intruth my Lord. 

Trim gallants, full of Courtlhip and of Rate. 

Roja. Madam fpeake true. It is not fo my Lord ; : > 

My Ladie( to the manner of the daies) 

In curccftc giues vndeferuing praife. 

Wc foure indeed confronted were with foure • 

In Ruffia habit : Heere they Rayed an houre. 

And talk’d apace: and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not bleffevswith one happy word. 

I dare not call them fooles: but this I thinke. 

When they arc thirftie, fooles would faine haue drinkei . 

Bet. ThisicRisdrictome. Gentlefweet, 

Your witsmakes wife things foolilh when we greet 
With-eycsbeR feeing, heauens fiery eye; 

By light we loofe light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge Acre, 

Wife things feeme foolilh, and rich things but poorer 
RoJ. Thisproues you wife and rich: for in my eye 
Ber. Iamaioole, andfullofpovertie. 

Rof. But that you take what doth to you belong, 

It were a fault to fnateh words from my tongue. 
Ber.,0, 1 am yours, and all.that I polIeRe. 

Rof. All the foole mine. 

Ber. I cannot giue you lcife. 

Rof. Which of the Vizards was it that you wore .? 
Ber- Where? w hen ? what Vizard ? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof. There, then, that vizard, thatfuperfluouscaf@> 
That hid the worfc,and Riew’d the better face, 

. Kin. Wearedifcricd, 

Tiicy’Umockcvs nowdowneright. 



toms Labours loft* 

®«. r««conf.ffc^ Higneffeiaddrf 
i^Hclpe hold ms crow , MufcoUlC . 

Ca^nyfaX^hoUlo^o.,. 

Heere Hand I >h adiedltt ^c2iod roe with a flout. 

Bruife me with fcort ! c ^ t h r oueh my ignorance, 

TbruR thy fcarpe wk qu te * g 
Cut me to peeces with thy Keene wi 

I do forfweare them, and 1 heere proteR, 

By this whiteGloue(how white behan^GoO 
Henceforth my woing mmdefiiallbe esprei 

Inruffec yeas* andhoneft-kerficno . , 

Krol5g»*Wen'h,f.Qodh^«ro^« ; ; 

My loue to thee is found fans cratke 
Reft. Sans Jans, Iprayyom 
Ber. Yeti hauea mcke 
Of the old rage : beare with me, I am ftckv. 

He leauc it by degrees : foft, let vs £ e » . - 

Write Lord haue mercy on vs , onthof > 

They are Wefted, in their hearts lt lies : . _ 

They haue thepiague, and caughtofyour ey« . 

Thefe Lords are vifued,you are not free. 

For the Lords tokenson you doe lice. , 

6) ti No they are free that gaue thefe tokens to v a. 

§£. Our Ratesare forfeit.l'cekenottovndoevs. 

Rof. It is not fo , for how can this be true, 

. That you Rand forfeit, being thoic that tuc. 

, ■ h 5 
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m^vhk> savour s wjv. 

Ber. Pczce J°t I will not hauc co doc with you 
Rof, Nor (hall not, if! doc as I intend * 

Bey. Speakefor your felues, my wit is at an end. 

foS7“i' ,srwcct 

go. The faircftisconfeflion. 

Were you not here but cueu now difguis’d ? 

Kin. Madam, I was. & 

3jf And w ere you well aduis’d ? 

K in. I was fairc Madam. 

When you ^ 1CB were heere. 

What did you whifper in your Ladies eare > 

: 

c^2» Peace, pcace^ofb^arc: 

Your oath once broke, you forcenct to forfweare.' 

vTiZtuT^T 1 bl «^ this oath ermine. 
\X 7 U~i-l therefore feec pc it Rof aline. 

What did the Ruffian whifpc; in your eare ? * 

Rof. Madam, hefwore that he did hold me dearc 
As precious eye. fight, and did value me 
A bouc this world : adding thereto mcreouer, 

1 hat he would wed me, or elfedie my Louer. 

'«£?* God g iue th « »oy of him ; the Noble Lord 
Molt honourably doth vphold his word. 

Kin. What meane you Madame ? 

By my life , my troth, 

I neuerfwore this Ladic fuch an oth. 

Rof By beauen you did ; and to confirme it plaine 
ycu gaue me this : But take it firagaine. 

Kmg. M y faith asd this, the PrincelTe I did cine, 

j knewherbythislevwellonherflecuc. 6 
Pardon me Gr,thisleweJldidflie weare, 

Aj d thankehim) is my deare. 

Whatr V V ill you haue me,or your Pearle againe? 

Bar. Neither of cither I remit both twaine. ’ 

- fcccne tnckeon’t : Hecre wasa confent, 

Knowing aforehaod of our merriment. 

To 



L oues Labour s lofl . 

To dafli it like a Chriftmas Comedie. 

Some carry-rale, feme pleafe-man.tome flight Zatiie, 

Some mumble-newes,fomctrencher-knight,fome Dick, 

That frailes his cheekc in yeeres, and knowes the crick 
To make my Ladie laugh, when file’s difpos’d; 

Told our intents before: which once difclos’d. 

The Ladies d.d change Fauours, and then wc 
Following the fignes, woo’d but the ligne of (hi. 

Now to our periune, to 3dde more terror, 

We are againe forlworne in will and error. 

Much vpon this tis : and might not you 
Foreftall our fport, to make vs thus vmrue ? 

Doe you not know my Ladicsfoot by’th fquier? 

And laugh vpon the app le of her eye. 

And if and beeweeneher backcfir, and the fire, 

H olding a trencher, iefiing merrilie ? 

You put our Page out : go, you are alowd. 

Die when you will, a fmocke fhall beyour (hrowd. 

You leere vpon me, doe you? there’s an eye 
Wounds like a leaden fword. 

Boy. Full merrily hath this braue Manager, this carrecre 
bene run. 

Ber. Loe,he is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 
j E n*er Clouvne. 

Welcome pure wit, thou part ft a faire fray. 

Clo. O Lord fir. chf v would know. 

Whether the three Worthies fiull comc in, or no. 

Ben. What, are there but three ? 

Clo. No fir, bat it is v^ra fine. 

For eueric one purfeuts three. 

Ber. A <d three citnes thrice is nine. 

Clo. Not f® fir, vnder correction fir, I hope it i? not fo.' 

kn ^ 3 1 k° C ’r g V t fir> I . can a ®“ e y° u fu b vseknow what we 
Know . I hope hr three times thrice fir. 

Ber, Is not nine, 

,/ /w ’ v nd«rcorrcaion fir, we know where- vntill it doth 

amount. 

£er. By loue* lalvvaycftc^kcthree threes for nine. 

Clow* 
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Lottes Labour sloft< 

Clow. O Lord fir, it were pittic you frould get your fining 
by reckningfir. 

Ber. How much is it? 

Clew. O Lord fir, the parties thcmfclues, the aftstsfir will 
(hew 'where-vntill it doth amount .- for mineownc part, I am 
(as they fay, butto perfect one man in one poorc man) Pompion 
the great fir. 

Ber, Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Clow, ltpleafed them to thinke me worthy of P empty the 
great : for mine cwne part, I know not the degree of the Wor- 
thie, but I am to hand for him. 

Bcr. Go, bid them prepare. Exit. 

Clo . We will turne it finely off fir, we will take fome care. 
King. Berowne, they will frame VS : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber. Wc are frame- proofe my Lord: and 'tis feme police, 
to baueonefrew worfe then the Kings and his company. 

Kin. 1 fay they frail not come. 

Chi. Nay my good Lord , let me ore.rule you now • 
Thatfport beft plcafes, that doth lead know how. 

Where Zealc firiuesto content, and the contents 

Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : 

Their forme confounded, makes mod form e in mirth) 

When great things labouring perifr in their birth, 

Ber, A right defeription of our fport my Lord. 

EnterTiraggAYt* 

Brag. Anr.oynted, 1 implore fo much expense of thy royalt 
fweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words. 

Qjt. Dochthis man feme God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

G)ti. He ipcak’s not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag. That’S all one,my fairc fweet honie Monarch : Fori 
proteft the Schoolmafter is exceeding fantadicall : Too too 
vaine, too too vaine . But we will put it (as they fay) to 
tuna del a quar , I wifr you the peace of minde me roya 

complement. , . He 

Ktxgi Here is like to be a good prefence of W crthies; « 
prefents He dvr of Troy, the Swaine pompey the § reat p, n j]j 
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Lodes Labours lofl* 

Farifr Curate Alexander, *Armadoes Page Hercules, the Pe- 
dant ludasMachabeus: And if thefefoure Worthies in their 
fird ftew thriue ,thefe foure Will change hftbites, and prefent the 

other flue. . , . 

Ber, There is flue in the firft frew* 

Kin. You are dccciued, tis not fb. 

Ber. The pedant, the Braggart,thc Hcdge-Prieft, the toole, 

and theBoy, . 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 

Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 



Enter Pompey, 

flow. ITompey am, 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

Clow. I Pompey am. , i 

Boy . With Libbards head on knee. 

Ber. Well faid old mocker, 

1 mud needs be friends with thee. 

Clow. ITompey am f Tom fey fur nam'd the big. 

'Du. T he great. 

Clow . It is great fir : Pompey furnam' d the great : 

That oft in field , with Targe and Shield , 
did make myfeetofweat : 

nsfnd traueUing along this coafi, Iheere am come by chance , 

And lay my zSlrmes before the legs of this fweet La fie of France. 
if your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey , I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was perfect. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

Ber. My hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey proucs the beft Worthie. 



Enter Curate for e. Alexander . 

Cufat.When in the world l lin'd,? was the worlds Commander' 
By Eafi , W °fl , 2 'forth, & South, / fired my conquering might . 
My S cut cheon plain e declares that I am aAlifander. * ^ 

Boyet. Your nofc fay es no, you are not : 
bor it ftands too right. 

Ber, Your nofe fmelsno,in this moft tender fmelling Knight. 

1 Qu. 



Loues Labour s loft 

fhu The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proceed good Alexander. 

Cur.wheni‘n the ~i.ro rid I lined J tv as the worlds Commanders 
Boyet. Moft true, ’ti . right : you were fo tAlifander. 

Ber. Pompcy the great. 
flo. Your feruant and Cofiard. 

Ber. T akeaway the Conqueror, take vmy nAlifander. 
Clow. O hr you hsucoucrchrowne aAltfander the conque- 
ror: you will be ferap’d out of the painted cloth for this:your li- 
on that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofe-doole, will be giuen 
toAiax. He will be the ninth worthie. A Conqueror ? and af„ 
fraidtofpeake?Runneaway for fliame zAlifander. There an’t 
jball pleafe you : a foolifh tnilde man, an honed itun,lookc you, 
and fooncdafht. He is a maruellous good neighbour inlootb, 
and a very good Bowler: but for Ahjandar, alas you fee, how 
it’s a little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a comming will 
fpeake their rriinde in fome other fort. Exit fu. 

Stand afide good Pompcy. 

Enter SPedant for Iudas y and the Boy for Hercules. 

Ted. Great Hercules is prefented by this Impe. 

W hofe Club kil’d ferberm that three-headed Can us y 
And when he was a babe, achilde, afhritnpe. 

Thus did he firangle Serpentsin his Manus ; 

Jguoniam, hefeemeth in minoritic. 

Ergo, I come with this Apologie. 

Keepe fome date in thy Exit, and vanifh. Exit Boy s 

Ted. Iudas lam. . 

Bum. A Iudas? 

Fed. 2fot Ifcariotfir. 

Judas lam , yclyped UWacbabeus, 

I) situ. Iudas Machabeus dipt, is plaine Iudas. 

Ber. A kilsing Traitor. How art thou prou’d Judas ? 

Fed. Judas I am. 

Bum. The more fiiame for you Iudas . 

‘Bed. What mcane you fir. ? 

Boy . To make Judas hang himfclfe. 

Ted. Begin fir, you are my elder. 

Ber. Weilfollow'd, Judas was hang ’d x?n an Elders 

- ' Y 7 Bed.. 



Lorn Labours loft 

ped. I will not be put of countenance. 

Ber. Becaufe thcu had no face. 

Ted. What is this? 

Boy. ACitternehead. 

Bum. The head ofa bodkin. 

Ber. A deaths face in a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarcc feene. 

Boy. ThePummellof C^nrFaulchion. 

Burn. The earn’d- bone face on a Flaske. 

Ber. Sainc Georges halfe ch.eke in a brooch.’ 

Bum. I, and in a brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worne in the cap ofa Tooth-drawer. 

And now forward, tor we haue put thee in countenance. 

Ted. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Ber. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Ped. Butyoa haue out-fac’d them all. 

Ber. And thou were a Lion, we would do fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he is an AlTe, let him goes 
And fo adieu fwccc Jude. Nay, why dod thou day .? 

Bum. For the latter end of his name. 

Ber. For the Ajfe to the lude:g\ue it him. Iud-as away. 

Ted. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounfier Iudas growesdark,he may (tumble. 
dye. Alas poore Machabeus , how hath he beene baited. 

, Enter Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head tAchiUes, heere comes HeSl or in Armes. 
Bum. Though ray mockes come home by me, 1 will now be 
metric. . 

King. He SI or was but aTroyan mrefpea ot tins. 

Boy. But is this HeSlor ? 

Kin. I thinke HeSlor was not fo cleane timber’d. 

Lon. Hislegge is too big for He$or . 

Bum. More Calfe certain e. 

Bay. No he is bed indued inthe final!. 

Ber. This cannot be HeSlor. 

Bum. He’s a God or a Painter, for he makes faces. 

Ber. The Armipotent Mars, of L amices the almighty , gaut 
Ke&or a gift. ; :,v 

Ii Bum. 
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Loues Labour' sloSt; 

'Dun*. A giltNutraegge. 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. Stucke with Clones. 

Bum. Nociouen. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Lamces the almight y. 

Gaue Hector a gift, the heire of linen • 

tsi manfo.hr e athed f that certainehcwould fight: yea 

From morns till mght t 0 Ht of his Pattillion, 

I am that Flower. 

Bum. That Mint* 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longauill , reinethy tongue, 

Lon.l mull rather giue it thercine: for it runs againft Hc&orl . 
Bum. Ijaud/ffffcr’j a Grey- hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten. 

Sweet chuckes,beat not the bonesof the buried : 

But I will forward with my deui ce ; 

Sweet Royaltic bellow on me the fence of hearing. 

Berowne fieps forth, 

flu. Spcakc braue Heftor, we are much delighted* 

Brag. I doe adore thy lwcct Graces flipper. 

B oy, Loucs her by the foot. 

D am. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This Heftor farre furmounted Hannihall.' 

The par tie is gone. 

Clow. Fellow HeEtor, (he is gone; fhe is two moncths on Ike 

way. 

Brag. What meaneft thou? 

Clow. Faith vnlefle you play the honeftTrojfan.thepeore 
Wench is call away: (he’s quicke, the child brags in her belly 
already :tis yours. 

Brag. Dofl thou infaraonize me among Potentates ? 

Thou lhalt die. 

Clow. Then (hall Hcftor be whipt for Iaquenetta that is 
quicke by him, and hang’d for Pompey is dead by him, 
Burn. MoftmtPompef 
Boy . Renowned Pompey. 

ih ^ r£aCCr — Cn o rcac ->2 ceat ;g rcat j great, Pompey : Tompey 

Dm. 



Loues Labour’s loft, 

ZTpfr'fy is XuS'more Atees more Atec s ftitre them; * 
or ftirre them on. 

Bum. Heftor will challenge him. 

** r I>a’haue no more mans blood in’s belly. then wfll fop 

Br*<r. By the North>pole I do challenge thee, 

rio.l will not fight with a pole like a Northern man; He 
flalh , ile doe it by the fword : I pray you let me borrow my 

Al S»w? a Roomefor the incenfed Worthies. 

Clo. lie doc it in my Ibirt. 

Bum. Moll refolute Pompey. ... 

Par. Mailer, let me take you a butten hoole lower : Do you 
not fee Pompey is vncafing for the combat: what meanc you? 
you will lofe your reputation. ’ 

Brag. Gentlemen and Souldiers pardon me, I will not com* 

batinmylhirt. , 1f 

Bu. You may not denieit, Pompey hath made the challenge* ■ 
Brag. Sweet bloods, I both may, and will. 

Ben. What reafon hauc you for’c ? 

Brag. The naked truth of it is, I hauenofliirr* 

1 go woolward for penance. 

Boy. True, and it was inioyned him in Romeiot want of Lie- 
nen : fince when, Ile befworne he wore none, but a diiihclottt of 
laquenettai, and that he wearesnext his heart fora fauour. 

Enter a Meffengerjjfrtounfier Marcade. 

Mar. God faueyou Madame, 

<fu. Welcome CMarcade, but that thou interrupted our 
merriment., 

Marc. I am forrie Madam, for the ne we* I bring is hcauy 
in my tongue. The King your father. 
fa. Dead for my life. 

Mar. Euen fo : My tale is told. 

Ber. Worthies away, th? Scene begins to cloud. 

Brag. F or m ine owne part,I breath free breath: 1 hauc feene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diferetion, and 1 
will right my felfelikeaSouldier. Exunt Worthies.' 

Kin. H ovv fare’s your Maieftie ? 

1 3 cSi£ o 
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[Met flours to[f; 

Qu. Boy it prepare,! will away to night. 

Kin. Madam not fo, I doc befeech you flay. 

Siyu Prepare I fay. ! thankc you gracious Lords 
For all your faire endeuours and increar.s : 

Out of anew fad-foule, that you vouchlafc, 

In your rich wildoroetoexcufe,orIiide, 

The liberal! oppofition of our fpirirs. 

If ouerc boldly we haue borne our felues, 

In the conuerfe of breath(yourgcntleneffe 
Was guiltie of it. ) Farewell worthie Lord s 
A heauy heart beares not a humble tongue. 

Ixcufe me fo, commin g fo fliort of thankes, 

For my great fuite foeafily obtain’d. 

Kin. The extreame parts of time, extreamely formes 
All cautcs to the purpole of his fpeed : 

And often at bis vcrieloofe decides 

That, which long procdle could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the fmilingcurccficof Lone; 

The holy fuite which faine it would conuince, 

Yecfince Loues argument wasfirftonfootc. 

Let not the cloud of for row iuftle it 

From what itpurpos’d :fince to waile friends loft., 7 

Is not by much fo wholfomc, profitable, j 

As to reioyce at friends but newly found. 

&M. I vnderftand you not, my greefes ate double. 

Eer. Honeft plaine words, beft pierce the cares of griefc 
'And by thefe badges vndcr Hand the King. 

For your faire fakes haue we neglcfted time, 

PI aid foulc play with our oathes : your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, fafliioning our humors 
Euen to the oppofed end of our intents* 

And what invs hathfeenvd ridiculous: 

As Loue is full of vnbefitting ftraines, _ 

All wanton as achilde, skipping and vainc. 

Form’d by the eye, and therefore like the eie. 

Full of Graying fliapes, of habits, and of formes- 
Varying infubieas as the eie doth roule, 

To euerie varied obiea in his glance : 



Whch. 
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fhew’d much more then left. 



LouesLabours lofl. 

Which p'artie. coated prefence of loofe loue. 

Put on by vs , if in your heaucnly cies, ^ 

Haue misbecomrn’d our oathes and grauities. 
Tliofe heauenly eyes that looke into thefe faults, 
Suggeftcd vs to make : therefore Ladies 
Our Loue being yours the error that Loue makes- 
Is likewile yours, we to our felues proue &***- 
By being once falfe, for euer to 
To thofe that make vs both, Faire Ladies you , 1 
And euen that fallhood in ir fclfc a finne. 

Thus purifies it ftlfe, and turnes to grace. 

On. We hauercceiu'dyeur Letters. full 
Your Fauours,thc Ambaffadorsof Loue. 

And in our maiden counfaile rated them, . 

At courtlhip, pleafant, ieft, and curtefie. 

As bumbaft and as lining to the time, 

But more dcuout then thefe are our refpe&s 
Haue we not beene,and thcreforemet youc l 
.Jn their owne falhion, like a merriment. 

Dtf. Our Letters Madam, 

Lon. Sodidourlookes. 

R-ofa. Wcdidnot 
Km. Now at the lateft min 
Grant vs your loues. 

Ght. A time me thinkes too 
To make a world- without-end bargair 
No, no my Lord your graceisperiur’d 
Full of deartr guikinefle. and therefore this : 

If for my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will doe ought, this lhall you doe forme. 
Your oath I will not cruft ; but goe with fpeed ! 

To fomeforlorne and naked Hermitage 
Remote from -all thepleafures of the world ; 

There ftay, vntill the twclue Celeftiall Signes, 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning, 

If this auftcre infoci able life. 

Change not your offer made in heateof blood : 

If frofts,and falls, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not thegaudie blollomes of your Loue, 
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Loues Labour sfoft. 

But that itbcarc this triall, andlaftloue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefc defert* 
And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine : and till that inftant Ihuc * 

My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the teares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of qjy Fathers death. 

If this thou doe denie , let our hands part. 

Neither in titled in die others heart. 

iCin* If this, or more then this I would deuic. 

T o flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft, 

The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart isin thy bred. 

Ber. And what to me my Loue P and what to me ? 

Rofe. You muft be purged too, your lins are rack’d. 
You are attaint with faults and periurie: 

T herefore if you my fauour meane to get,’ 

A twelue m oneth fhall you fpend, and neuer reft, 
Butfcekcthc wearie beds of people ficke. 

Du. Butwhat tome my Loue? but wlratto me? 

K<xt. A wife? a beard, faireheaitb, and honettic,’ 
With three-fold loue, I wifli you all thefe three; 

Dn.O (hall J fay, I thankeyou gentle wife ? 

Kat. Notfo my Lord,atweluemonethandaday, 
lie marke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers fay. 
Gome when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if I haue much loue. He giucyoufome. 

‘Dum. lie ferue thee trueand faithfully till then* 

Kath. Yet fwearc not leaft ye be forfwornc agen. 

Lon . What faics Maria ? 

Utfaj-i. At the twcluemoneths end, 
lie change my blacke Gowne,for a faithful! friend, 

Lon. 1 le flay with patience : but the time is long. 

Mari. The liker you, few taller are fo yong. 

Ber. Stud ies m y Lady ? MifirelTe, looke on me , 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye: 

What humble fuite attend s thy anfwerc there, 

Impofe fome feruiceon me for my loue 



Rof. 



loues Labors loft. 

p r Oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Bernm, 

^i^Idwyou, and the worlds large tongue 

Prtlaicrcs you for a man replcatc with mockes, 

Full ofco Jparifons and wounding floutes , 

Which you on all eftates will exccut » 

And thcrcwithali to win me, if you plea.c, 

Without the which I am not to be won: 

You fhall chistwelmoncth ter me from day to day, 

Vifite the fpeechlefle ficke, and ft»U conuerfc 
With groaning wretches: and your taske lhall be. 

With all the ficiceendeuourof your wit, 

It cannot be, it is impolfible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foulc in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choakc a gibing Ipinr, 
Whofc influence is begot of that loofe grace. 

Which (hallow laughing hearers giue lotooles: 

A iefts profpetitie lies in th&eare 
Of him that hearcs it, neuer in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if fickly cares, 

Deaft with the clamors of their o wnc deare groncs. 

Will hcare your idle fcornes ; continue then, 

And 1 will haue you, and that fault withalL 
But if they will not, throw away that fpint. 

And I lhall finde you emptie of that fault. 

Right ioyfullol your reformation* r 

Ber. A tweluemoneth C Well : befall what will befall* 
He left a tweluemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

fht, I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

‘xi'ng. No Madam, we wiUbring you on your way. 
Ber . Ourwooing dothnot end like anoldPlays 
lacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies curtefic 
Might well haue made our fport a Comedie. 

Kin. Come fir, it wants a tweluemoneth and a day. 
And then ’twill end* 

Ber, That’s too luiigforaplay. 

. ‘ ~ “ ~ ' & 
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Enter Braggart. 

Brag. Sweet Maieftic vouebfafe me. 

Qu. Was that Heftor.? 

'Dtem. The worthie Knight of Troy. 

Brag. I will kifle thy royall finger, and take leaue 
f am a Votarie, I haue vow’d to Ia^uenetta to hold the Plough 
forherfweec loue three yearcs But moft efleemed grcacneffe 
will you heare the Dialogue that the two Learned men W 
compiled , in praile of the Owlc and the Cuckow?It fhould 
hauc followed in the end of our fliew. ~ ~ - - 

Kin. Call them forth quickcly, we will doe fo. 

Brag. Holla, approach. 



Enter all. 

This fide is Hicms, Winter. 

This Ver i the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle 
Th’otherby the Cuckow. “ '* 

Ver t begin* 

*The Song. 



When Defies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-budsof yellow hew: 
And Ladie-fmockcs all filucr white, 
Doc paint the Medowes with delight^ 
The Cuckow then on euery tree, 
Mockes married men, for thus lings he, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 
Vnpleafing to a married eare. 



When Shepheards pipe on Oaten flrawes, 

, And mcrric Larkes are Ploughmens clock-es : } 

When Tuttles tread, and Rookesand Dawes," 

And Maidens bleach their fummer Smockes s 
The Cuckow then on euery tree 
Mockes married men ; for thus fingshe, 

Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 

Vnpleafing to a married earc, . 

. " ~ ' * Winter 




loues Labour s loft. 

Winter. 

Whenlficles hangby the wall, 

And Dicke the Shcpheard blowcs hrs naile ; 
And Tom beares Loggcs into the ha.i 
And Milke comes frozen home in paile .• 
When blood is nipt, and waies be fowle, 
Then nightly fmgs the flaring Owlc 
Tu-whit to-who. 

Amerrienotc, . , , 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow. 

And coffingdrownes theParfonsfaw : 

And birds fit brooding in the fnow. 

And Martians nofe lookes red andraw * 
When roalled Crabs hiffe in the bowle, 
Then nightly lings che flaring Owlc, 

Tu whit to-who s 

A merrienote. , 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot. 

Brag. The words of Mcrcurie, 

Are hatlh after the fongs of Apollo i 

You that way ; we this way 



! . T 
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